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IntroducAory Memoir 


Mislike mo not for my complexion, 

The shadowed livery of the burnished sun ! 

These words, spoken as if from some spontaneous compulsion 
in a voice low and thrilled that itself seemed to glow, caused 
all the class of school-boys to turn their heads. At the back 
of the room, behind the rest, sat a young Indian with thick 
hair falling ^ibout his forehead, and dark lustrous eyes. It 
was he who had startled us with his impassioned tones- Where 
had, ho <!s>me from ? How had he mysteriously joined us ? 
Perhaps I deceive myself, but to my memory $his was my first 
sight of Manmohan Ohose — an unaccountable apparition from 
an unknown hemisphere. The legendary East seemed suddenly^ 
to have projected a fragment of itseff into our little* world of 
everyday things and humdrum studies, disturbing it with colour, 
myrtery, romance. No doubt I should not have been moved^ 
as I was, had not the new-comer spoken the rich lines in a voice 
that betrayed the capacity to be intoxicated by poetry : and 
of such capacity I had found no trace in my class-mates. 
Z felt, immediate sympathy, and besides anyone foreign who 
brought a breath fircjm a world outside the world of habit ever 
attracted me. 

It must not be supposed tbat t^e words of Shakespeare 
were spoken out ** of the blue,” deliberately challen^g an 
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intenral of Bilenoo. They came yith starUiiig aptness, but 
they dune in response to a question. The school was St. Paul’s, 
tfcn lately removed from its ancient quarters in the City, which 
I myself still perversdy lamented, for what amplitude of play* 
fields ooi^d make up for those solitary rambles about the by- 
ways of Cheapside, the towers and spires, the shipping in the 
Thames, ibe crowds and animation, the sense of history, of 
being in the centre of things, the deep-toned i)ellB of the Cathedra] 
sounding down the smoky air, the little seclusions o# peace in 
the church-ya^, the glory of the spaciousness beneath the 
dome? ^These had been my dreamy haunts. We had been 
transferred to Hammersmith and prose. I wAs then in the 
seventh form, under the Sur-Master, Mr. Lupton, who on this 
oooadon was reading with us the iEneid. With the perhaps 
laudable aim of enlarging our vocabulary, he would press upon 
our reluctant or apathetic taste a choice of poetical epithets, 
such as Teimyson (whom, like everybody among our elders, so 
far as my esj^erience went, he idolised) would emploj^ to dress 
up his thoughts Thus we were enjoined to speak of steeds 
rather than horses ; not a sword, but a falchion ; and on this 
Articular occasion he suggested that livery might be a more 
sumptnofis, Virgilian word than clothes or dress. Could not 
one of us recall such a use of the word in our classics ? He 
^paused for a reply, expecting no doubt tha^ as usually happened, 
he would be reduced to supplying the apt quotation himself. 
But the reply came, and I think he was just a little disconcerted 
when the Prince of Morocco’s appeal vibrated with such intensity 
of tone through the silent and aatonishM class room. Its 
dramatio emotion was something un-English ! We were not used 
to sn(di things^ 

Ifonmcdian Ghose and I made friends, and by degrees dis- 
loosed to each other our secret ambitions. We had long walks 
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and talks together, discussing everything in heaven and earth, 
after the manner of youth, but especially poetry and the poets. 
My home was indifferent to the arts, my school fellows also, 
HO far as I knew them : and it was a delight to expand in thdie 
talks on the subjects I cared for most. Wa had enough difference 
of taste to salt our conversation with arguments ancf disputed. 
At that time 1 was in the stage of an ardent worship of Browning, 
but I think he never shared this enthusiasm. 

He lived in lodgings with two brothers, but what his actual 
circumstajjoes were when he came to England,^ and how he 
came to be at St. Paul’s, I do not think I ever inquired. As 
to the School, the High Master, a notable and formidable per- 
sonality famou% for his prescience in judging of a boy% future 
capabilities, would at times, for his own reasons, insert a pro- 
mising pupil into one of the upper forms without notice, and 
in the middle of the term ; hence my unconsciousness of having 
ever set eyes on Manmohan Ghose till all our heads were turned 
to the Strang new-comer on that particular morning is not so 
improbable as it may seem. But of Ghose’s background I knew 
scarcely ^ything. His enthusiasm for literature sufficed my 
curiosity. He was well read in the English pbets, better read 
than 1 in the Elizabethans and the older lyrists. But what^ 
struck me most was his enthusiastic appreciation of Gre^ poetry, 
not so much the books prescribed k| the school as those which 
he had sought out on his own account. Theocritus, Mdeager,. 
above all Simonides, were his special favourites. I had imagined 
that an Oriental’s taste must of necessity be for the luxuriant 
and ornate, and was surprised that he should feel so strong an 
attraction to the limpid and severe. Yet many of us are attracted 
to arts and literatures remote from our own traditions and just 
because of qualities in them which these have not. Why should 
not an Indian feel a parallel attraction? Manmohan Ghose 
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never forgot the Greeks, and to the end his delight was in Euro- 
pean literature and European art. ^ 

1 aiill remember the pleasure I had w'hen he showed me 
ttfts little poem, an echo from the Greek, but made his own : 

^ Over thy heacf, in joyful wanderings 
Through heaven’s wide spacses, free, 

Birds fly with music in their wings, 

And horn the blue rough sea 
' The fishes flash and leap ; 

There 48 a life of loveliest things 
O’er thee so fast asleep. 

in the deep West the heavens grow heavenlicr 

Eve after ^ye ; and still 

The glorious stars remember to appear ; 

The roses on the hill 
Are fragrant as before ; 

Only thy face of all that’s dear 
I shall see never more. 

Though not such a brilliant scholar as his younger brother, 
Arabinda, who has become famous in other fields than the classics, 
Manmohan won an open sdiolarship at Christ Church and urent 
ux) to Oxford in 1887. I remained at school for another year. 
He had rooms in Peckwater Quad, at the top of bis staircase : 
and there, on my going up to Trinity, I \jould find him sitting 
over the fire with a book, ever ready for animated discussion, 
which a friend from his*^ own college would sometimes come 
in to join. I suppose^he subsisted on an allow^anoe, but he 
seemed to float in an atmosphere to which material things wm^ 
strange. One day at the beginnii^ of the term he called on 
me to borrow ;a postage ^mp, in order to write home for funds 
which he h^' forgotten. 4Se bad arrived in Oxford with a florin 
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and some coppers on which to start ihe term, and having given 
the florin by mistake to a pqpter, he had nothing but twopence 
to give the driver of his hansom on alighting at Tom TJower. 
He explained this to the cabman with some philosophic coil- 
solations, which left him too astonished* to expostulate. 

I recall an evening in the rooms of Percy Dearmer, At Christ 
Church, when there was a large gathering, chiefly to entertain 
some members of Frank Benson’s Company who were acting 
at the theatre. My ^cousin, Stephen Phillips, then remarkably 
handsome# was one of them. Lionel Johnson, c^ously small 
and neat, was there ; and his nervous mouth, tlm pallor of his 
face, the intent eyes, as of one who never slept, the air of domi- 
nating intellect «;nd learning combined with the extrem? youth- 
fulness of his person, made a singular impression. And I can 
still hear Manmohan Chose standing up to road a poem in the 
crowded room ; his long hair fell half over his eyes ; as he read 
he detached one of his dark locks, and pulled at it with dut- 
stretched hanft : oblivious of his suiToundings, lost in the poem, he 
appc^a^ed ^most convulsed in the emotional effort of its delivery. 

In the summer term pf 1890 Mr. Blackwell published a 
little volume bound in bro\vn paper for whieff Selw 3 ni Image 
had made an exquisite design. It was called Primavera, and^ 
was the joint production of Stephen Phillips, Manmohap Chose, 
Arthur Cripps, of Trinity, and myself. It was received with 
the indulgence often accorded to such youthful efforts, and was^ 
soon in a second edition. 

Addington Symonds reviewed us kindly, and at length, in 
the Academy^ Oscar Wilde in the Paff Mall Gazette was no 
less favourable, and had particular praise for the young Indian 
of brilliant scholarship and high literary attainment who gives 
some culture to Christ Church.” Mr, Chose, he said, ought 
some day to make a name in our literature. Not long after 
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tliis, 1 think, Ohose went down to live in London. As we were 
at differmt colleges, and were not the same year, I had seen 
muohiless of him at Oxford than at school, and now for some 
time he was lai^ely lost to view, for my home was in the country. 
We exchanged poema and criticiBms, and on visits to London 
1 met him in company with artists and men of letters, whom 
he had come to know through Lionel Johnson, Ernest Dowson, 
and others of our contemporaries. At one time he thought 
of se^ng a post of some kind in Englai^, but nothing came 
of such proj^ts. Not all his time was spent in London ; he 
knew something of the more beautiful parts of England and 
of Wales, and cherished the memory of them. Yet he could 
not for^t that he was an exile : 

Heaven t)e in thy sails, O unknown vesscii. 

Till those heavenly shores grow into view. 

See my spirit, with no storm to wrestle, 

Follows, goes on wind- wings thither ^too. 

For long miles into the heart of morning, 

Miles and miles, far over land and soas^ 

Past en^anted regions of forewarning, 

Dawns at last the land that dims all these. 

So he«ciied in a poem written in these last years before leaving 
England for ever. Alas ! it was not long before he was to feel 
«that his spirit had exchanged one exile^for another. During 
tihe last year of this period, being now settled in London, I saw 
him frequently. He was«unoocupied, I think, except for verse- 
making, and would drfft into my room at odd hours, and stay 
talking till late into the night. 

The ship vhich in the autumn of 1894 bore Manmohan 
Ghose down the Thames estuary and the Channel on his journey 
home was named, 1 recall, PaJirodm, It seems traditional 
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with ship-builders to christen their grimy-funnelled iron monsters 
with such legendary names. But in this case there seemed 
something symbolic in the attachment of a name, breathing 
of bright Hellas and the Tale of Troy, ta the efficient product 
of a practical civilisation made with sole thought of*use and 
comfort. There went gliding the big hner, a prodigious piece 
of throbbing mechanism, the modem West’s achievement and 
pride ; painted on he| bows was a relic of old poetry and lettered 
tradition, ^ust as our restless civilisation still ca|ried with it, 
hoarded in a few brains, cherished in a few imaginations, the 
heritage of Greece, no more to the multitude than a painted name 
with the dimmest of associations ; and on board was an Indian 
poet, to whom the Iliad and the name of Achilles’ friend meant 
more perhaps than to any of his English co-voyagers ; a young 
Indian returning to an unknown home, for whom the English 
cliffs and the roar of London and the whole hurried stream^ of 
Western life Vere inextricably to be mingled in memory with 
the glory of the classics of Europe, 

I arrived on October 25th, and have since been staying 
at a beautiful coimtry place called BaidyanatS, in my grand- 
father’s house, all among the mountains and green sugar-cane ^ 
fields and shallow rivers. My own people I found charming 
and cultivated folk, and spent an extremely pleasant time 
among them. This I^think very fortimate indeed — ^to find at. 
once fnends, and that of one’s own blood, so congenial and 
interesting as soon as I landed.” • 

Such was Manmohan’s first happy ij&pression on his return 
to his own country. • The one drawback he lamented was that 
he had forgotten his own tongue, Bengali, and had to learn it 
a&esh. But I imagine that all his life he thought in English. 
He soon obtained a post as Prof^sor^of English Literature at 
Patna College. It was dull, fatiguing, ill-paid work. His 
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oonsolation was in the country and the climate* A letter of 
the fdlowing year speaks for il^lf : 

• We have a few holidays, for the festival in honour of the 
Goddess Durga. Hinduism is a curious thing. I never realised 
what m^iaeval Europe was like till I came to India. It stirs 
a strange curiosity in one to live surrounded by these morbid 
and corroding superstitions. Autumn and the rains are nearly 
over, with a sky washed for the light to r^vel in. The seasons, 
at any rate, a^e forever beautiful, in spite of man and hes diseases. 
After the parching heat of June and the delicious rain of August, 
the e^rth seems possessed with a passion for verdure. It is 
like April in England, only more wonderful. Green things are 
indeed wonderful here, but brown things (that is, man !) are 
absurdly out of sympathy with me, at least socially : from the 
outside, I confess they are full of interest ; so that in the midst 
of all this plenitude of bloom, I often remember dingy London 
and then 

SurgU amwri aliquid quM in ipsis Jhrihvs angat” 

From a lett^tr of 1896 ; 

“ Yes, the pestilence we had here in early summer was truly 
dreadful,, I used to walk out to the Ganges at dusk, when 
college was over, to escape from the hot city and breathe the 
4 pure almost mountain-sweet air that coipes across such a vast 
sheet of water. But it was vain to seek escape from men and 
mortality. Here all along the softly washing banks of the 
rivear, a myriad fires d^>eared in the summer night, where the 
^dead bodies were being burnt — lovely flasnes in the distance, 
mesrdy, if you could but stop yourself fiom approaching them. 
Near at l|and, it was indescribably tragic and wmiderful ; groups 
ci figures in the darknecs, luridly revealed or m shadow ; mm 
standing in a dreadfial silmioe, women hanging passionatdy 
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over tho dead op shrilly waUiug ; the swathed white corpses 
on the ground, some lifting \hem on Ihe pyre, others allying 
the torch — every variety of attitude that exiMresses grief, deep- 
lation and despair.” ^ 

In Fehraary, 1897 (he had now been transferred fro^i Patna), 
he vmteB : “ You ask how I like Calcutta. All peopled places 
are wonderful, and this not the least so. After the silence of 
Bankipore, there is a little stir here — a rumour of some great 
world beyond tlie ifloon, and shipmasts in the river. One of 
my pupils (Indian boys are most imaginative) down every 
morning with me to see those wonderful ship-masts, and his 
eyes light with ecstasy at magic sound of Europ® \ The 
vast river too has followed me here, as broad and shining as 
ever. Often I go at day-break to stand and see the sun rise 
out of mist and water, drinking the silence of the fresh air, 
the divine earliness of morning, fjtos fjptytivHca, But then, too, 

1 get tired o& aU this, and long insatiably for some intellectual 
excitement, to have someone to talk about poetry with. There 
are people, of course, and plenty of charming enthusiasm (I 
have never been amongst a race so sensitive ^to poetry), but 
there is no true understanding of things.” 

“ The magic sound of Europe !” * 

Sharp indeed was the contrast between this stralige land 
which was yet his own, and the western country of his memories, 
still so recent. Englatid had given him much, and to the best* 
she had to give a singularly r^ptive spirit had responded with 
delight. Her poetry glorified England £br this stranger ftom 
the East. Was her last gift to be the* cruel gift of estrange- 
ment fhan his peopleT No doubt with passing years he grew 
to be more at home in Indian life : he made it one of his objects : 
but for long there were frequent moments of keen repining. 

Yet alter all he was Indian in his nature. His verse follows 
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forms and traditions of English jioetry, but his temperament 
and attitude were Eastern. Physically he responded joyfully 
t# the congenial ardour of the Indian climate. What a glorious 
pleasure the sun, andothe heat of the sun ! He revelled in the 
doods oP sun-light, the luxuriant leafiness. The country itself 
was full of charm and romance ; he loved the primeval simplicity 
of the people and their life. Only he remained outside it. 
Mentally, he was tom in two. I often urged him to take a theme 
from Indian legend ; and he attempted a poem on Savjtri among 
other Indian •subjects. But it would not shape itself. He 
felt the need to Europeanise the atmosphere in some sort, and 
then t9e essence evaporated. Thus he hover%d between two 
hemispheres, not wholly belonging to either. 

In one respect, in his acceptance of tradition, be was certainly 
more Oriental than Western. I had given him at parting Bullen’s 
Lyrics from the Elizabethan Song Books, and he found in these, 
and in Campion especially, an unceasing delighf. “ How we 
have sacrificed form and expression in our devotion for modem 
thought and for^eOntemporsu'y subject matter, and the idea 
that a poet sItouM have something new to say I How did 
^ people first come to have this idea ? The Elizabethans ^on*t 
seem to^ trouble themselves much about having a new poetical 
mission. What old and time-worn subjects they ehose, seeming 
^ evidently to care for nothing except'fOT rhythm and ea^ression, 
on which they spend the whole power dT tlmlr art.’* 

trim Songs and Elegies by Maxmimmn Ohose*aiq^eared in 
1698 in Mr. Elkin Mrt^ew’s Shiflteg This little 

was an that he was to puhnsh eMOSipb same occajdonal^ 
in magazines. He was now at Dacca where be was 
for some fivb years. Then for a time (from 1902) he was pro- 
moted Inspector of Sdhobls and ttavtfled about his of 

Chbta Kagpur. One of hk lettefs daforibed with some h^e# 
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long uncomfortable joumeyB in remote parts of the district — 
journeys by night in an ox^gart in which he lay jolted and full 
of apprehension of tigers, and turned out shivering in the nftnnitig^^ 
to examine a squad of children under a hedge in Tennysou^s 
“ Princess,*’ a poem he disliked. Did the ghost of Lord Macaulay 
smile complacently on that incongruous scene ? * 

Finally, Ghose was appointed professor at Presidency College, 
Calcutta. Our correspondence had lapsed. For many years 
1 heard nothing frogi him. 1 knew that he was married ; I 
learnt later, that his wife was an invalid. , 

At last, during the war, he wrote. I then learnt the full 
tragedy that had befallen him. The beautiful and happy-natured 
wife, whom he svorshipped with an. extreme devotion, had been 
stricken ten years before with a mysterious nervous ailment, 
completely depriving her of speech, paralysing her right limbs 
and causing aversion from all food. For a space of five ye^ 
there was a partial recovery, then the malady which was com- 
• •ned with h^^steric symptoms resumed its mastery. Day after 
ay till the release of death, Mamnohan’s entire life was divided 
etween his college lecture-room and the sick-room, where he 
devoted himself wilb unending patience to attending on the 
beloved sufferer. The prolonged nervous strain resulted ine 
utter fatigue, utter de^ndency, and finally broke his healA^ 
The renunciation of all society prevented any compensating 
distraction. For years not a friendly step has crossed my • 
threshold. With English people in India there can be only 
a nodding acquaintance or official ^pmuiection, and with Indians 
mf purely English upbringing and hrdding puts me out of 
Ipmony; denationalised, tliat is their word for me."’ 

Love, harmony, happiness, he had fowd ; home bad become 
home at last ] and theiq, in so brief a space, this had been taken 
from him . , • 
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Poetry his children-^ wo daughters — ^were his oonsolation. 
He continued to write, though he never cared to publish. Apart 
from^is fellows, knowing little of the currents of contemporary 
hterature, with no help from friendly criticism, he wtote verse 
which sometimes shdwed little signs of his isolation, in being 
out of touch with the most exacting standards. A tendency 
to become obscure from grammatical inversion, to indulge in 
a certain prolixity, occasional failure to cope with elaborate 
rhyme-strueture — but he would set himself tasks in intricate 
and dissyllabic rhyming which would have daunted mbst English 
poets — ^these blemishes might easily have disappeared in revision 
which {le did not live to make. The devotion of his love for his 
wife, the desolation of his loss, inspired the ^oups of poems 
called “ Immortal Eve ” and Orphic Mysteries,’* containing 
the finest and most original of his lyrics. 

During all these heavily burdened years he never relaxed 
for a moment in his duties as a professor. His habitual reserve 
and aloofness caused him to be regarded by strangers as cold 
and austere ; in reality, as those few who came to know him 
in his home discovered, he was simple, natural, aifectionato and 
sympathetic. But he did not invite familiarity. To his pupils 
he .seemed always to breathe a world of his own ; they admired 
•him from afar as he emerged from a mysterious seclusion and 
spoke, not as if to them, but to some ideal audience. It was 
as if they overheard his soliloquies. Those who were not in 
his class passionately envied those who were. All testify to the 
extraordinary fasdnatioSi of his lectures. His mere voice, as 
be read or rec^ited peltry, took them with a spell. His powers 
came not so much from the felidty of fai^ phrasing as from the 
entire &Aih he had in what he fadd up for admiratimi ; his pos* 
sesdon by its beauty. If the hi^^est test of a teacher,” writes 
cme ex-pupil, be to &eate an attitude of mind, then Ohose 
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was the teacher par exoelUnoe,"* Another writes that he would 
cherish his memory even ^ore as a creative teacher than as 
a poet and scholar. ^ 

To hundreds and hundreds of young Indians he openecf a 
magic door away from the olass-roomv and text-books, and 
through him they heard the poets of our country speik as with 
living voices. 

Ill 1918 Ohose’s health, broken by the shock of his wife’s 
death, failed completely. Repeated illnesses were followed 
by a gmdual loss of eye-sight. One of his k^nest pleasures 
was in pictures and sculpture. In the earlieir 3 rears after his 
return to India, he had spent much of his savings on photographs 
and books o^ reproductions which I sent him fn>m‘’ Italy or 
London. He would spend happy evenings contemplating them. 
But now these, and the beauty of the sky and flowers, were 
taken from him. In 1921 he was obliged to retire. For years 
he had been looking forward to freedom from the irksome routine 
of his profession, in order to write at ease. Even now, blinded, 
broken in health, and prematuiely aged, he remained courageous 
and serene. He continued to compose poetry, and he looked 
forward to accomplishing a cherished dream of returning to 
England, the beloved nurse of his youth. His passage wit 5 i 
taken for a date in March, 1924. But on January 4th he died. 
As he lay dying, “ Lear ” and “ Macbeth ** were read aloud 
to him at his own ^esire. He was not yet flfty-five. 

Would Manmohan Ghose have achieved more if he had been 
a purely Indian poet— 4f his father, with a whole-hearted faith 
in Western culture, had not transplanted him to Engimid at 
the tender age of seven, so that all his most impresstonaMe years 
were spmit in a foreign country 1 Perhaps ; for on his return 
to India he wrote English verse in surroundings from which 
they drew no natural nourishment, and lus isolation hampered 
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him. He hegm a drama on iJie story of Nala and Damaysmti, 
whidi was nev^r finished ; but otherwise his poems were little 
ooneemsd with India. They are full of English imagery, of the 
treas and flowers of England. Ckoumstances had prevented 
him from bemg, like Rabindra Nath Tagore, an interpreter to 
the West \>f Indian thought and life. But at least he was an 
eloquent interpreter of the West to India. He admired the 
Bengali language, but it seemed to him lacking in a certain 
quality which he found in English. No Indian had ever before 
used our tongue with so poetic a touch, and he would coin a 
phrase, turn a noun into a verb with the freedom, often the 
felicity, of our own poets. But he remains Indian. I do not 
think that an Indian reader would feel him as la foreign poet, 
for all his Western tastes and allusions. Yet to us he is a voice 
among the greaUeompany of English singers ; somewhat apart 
and solitary, with a difierence in his note, but not an echo. I 
hope that fate, so malignant to him in his life-time, may not 
pursue him after death with the hasty and cheap cAticism that 
his verse is neither Indian nor English, and so dismiss it. On 
the contrary, it is both Indian and English ; that is its interest. 
We Sngli^, ready enough to adorn with haloes of romance 
^y country not our own that is sufficiently far off, are apt to 
fed embairassed and incredulous if a like tribute is offered to 
our own land. But why this coyness ? We are vain of out 
effidency in business and administration, and parade it bdbre 
ike Eastern world. Is it not something for isride also that 
England could be to this Indian a nursing-mother of imagination 
and the dear home of Muses ? Yet with English peofde I 
fancy that the Orientalism of a Flecker or«a Lafoadio Heam 
lEtads much , readier sympathy than the romantic admiration 
of England that inspired Manmohan Ohose. I remember that 
J myadf was quite annoyed with him for persisting in choosing 

14 
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a Greek legend, Perseus, fo^ the stibject of a long poem rather 
than an Indian one. How unreasonable this was ! I Should 
not have been annoyed with myself for wanting to write a poeSn 
on Savitri or Nala and Damayanti. Let^ beoome acquainted 
with the riches of India’s tradition by aQ means, but le^ us make 
exchange of our own best also, and regard with sympathy the 
effort of one like Qhose, for whom England was above all the 
country of immortqji poets. Oscar Wilde wrote of his early 
poems : *4 His verses show how quick and subtle are the in- 
tellectual sympathies of the Oriental mind, anR suggest how 
close is the bond of union that may some day bind India to us 
by other methods than those of commerce and mUitary strength !’* 
Was this a fond aspiration? Not so fond as the delusions of 
those who think only in terms of politics and business. 

I think of Manmohan Ghose as I first saw him, breaking 
the silence of our class-room with his fervent Shakespearean 
appeal; I ftiink of his isolation in his own country, dazzled 
by the glory of its sky, but resdess^ith cravings of the mind ; 
of his strange, doubly-exiled lot ; of the trt^o Succession of 
disappointments and disasters that befell him ; above all, of 
his unfaltering fidelity to a chosen ideal, his inner secmt of^ 
serenity and fortitude, and I remember the lines in the Poet*s 
EfUapTi : 

He is retired as noonday dew 
Or fountain in a noonday grove ; 

And you must love him dre^to you 
He will seem worthy of ydur love. 


Laubenob Binyok. 




EARLY POEMS 


a — 1«4S9 




EARLY K)EMS 



Ofb hast thou heard it, that did tioe saying, 

’Tis like and unlike makes the happiest musio.* 

Then, gravity smiling, aoom me xiot» Myranwy, 

Fairest of maidens t 

% 

Thou^who in sunlight sittest, pensive leaning 
At the open window, thy hand deep-buriech 
In dark sweet clusters of thy hair, and ga2^t 
O^er the wide ocean. 

Yes, o’er that ocean far, far in the distance. 

Is my own country, and other soil bore me 
Than thy dear birthplace^ other sun than England’s 
Nourished my spirit. 

• 

Yet for this slight not my heart as alien : 

What can green England show to match ^those regions 
Save thyself only,- what hath she that merits 
Prouder remembrance ? 

Nothing t nor any shore i^at hears the Ocean, 

Nothing can mat<Ai their beauty ! If Myvanwy 
Had but an exile’s sad heart in her bosom, 

She .^oo woold say so. 

She too would My so, and ba^ in thought returning. 
How would her sweet eyes fill whih tens of ^idness. 
How would cdie marvel, the lovel;^ maidm. 

Breathless with guang ! 

19 
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There, etretohing lonely, do the giant motintainB 
Rise with their ages of snows to heaven, 

^ Snows, the heart shudders, so far away seem they, 

Fearfully lovely ; 

• 

There' is the tall palm, like her own dear stature. 

The land’s green lady, and riotously hang there, 

All for Myvanwy’s lips, the strange, delicious 
Fruits of the tropics ; 

And the v^at elephant that dreams for ages, 

Lost among dim leaves and things of old, remembers 
Would he not, rousing at her name’s sweet nimour. 
Pace to behold her ? 

O me, what glories would her eyes enkindle, 

Eyes with their quick imaginative rapture 1 
How shall I picture to her aU the strangeness, 

All the enchantment, 

In that en(dianted land of noon ? My heart faints 
And my ton^e falters : For long ago, Myvanwy, 

Deep in the east where now but evening gathers, 

, Lost is my country. 

Long ago hither in passionate boyhood, 

an exile, lightiy leagues I wtmdered 
Over the bitter foam ; , so fur Fate led me 
Only to love thee. 

Lo^ is that country, and aB>but forgo&«a 
Mid these <diUl braeses, yet BtUl, dh, believe me, 

AH hw meridian suns and ardent summers 
Bum in vaiy bosom. 
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Myvanwy in the Woods 

• 

Virgin dai^ness^ wet and deep, 

Whore dwells but April, dwells but sleep, 
What presence clear, • 

Like a beam has entered here ? 

What loved footsteps, that the trees 
Freshen their soliloquies, 
liirds break into k>uder lays. 

All fair nature’s heart runs wild 
To remember her sweet child ? 

Ill the wood Myvanwy strays. 


O what gladness thrills her through 
Her wayward darling back to woo 
From life again. 

Thought and passion, stir and men ! 

Clasp her now froip that great lure, 

O sweet nature, clasp her sure ! 

Where no alien eye perceives. 

Lead her ; where dim brooks have bii'th. 
Fill her with the smell of earth. 

Sheet her in a thousand leaves ! 


Bloom in foliage like the flowers, 
Myvanwy ; to that world of ours,' 

Of throng and street. 

How strayed in your vernal feet ? 

There, where not a daisy smiles, 
There, where green earth’s, pale eddies 
Toil and toil and never oease I 

2i 
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Who iB this 1 the passer said ; 

Riistic grass was in jrour treads 
Id your laughter the wild breeze. 


• Ah ! no gift of heath to city, 

It was love led you, love and pity» 

To my sad heart, 

^ Child, your rapture to impart. ^ 

Me, fast-bound like wintry earth, 

'^ur intoxicating mirth 
Loosed, and rained delightful showers. 

Showed me where tJieir song birds^ borrow, 
All the uselessness of sorrow, 

AH the joy of April flowers. 
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London 

Farewell, sweetest country ; out of my heart, you roses, 
Wayside roses, nodding, the slow traveller to keep. • 

Too long have I drowsed alone in the meadows de^, 

Too long alone endured the silence Nature espouses. 

Oh, the rush, the rapture of life ! throngs, lights, houses, 

This is London.^ I wake as a sentinel from sleep. 

Stunned with the fresh thunder, the harsh delightful noises, 

I move entranced on the thronging pavement. How sweet, 

To eyes sated with green, the dusty brick- walled street ! 

And the lone spirit, of self so weary, how it rejoices 
To be lost in others, bath^ in the tones of human voices, 

And feel hurried along the happy tread of feet. 

And a sense of vast sympathy my heart almost crazes, 

The warmth of kindred heart^in thousands beating with mine. 
* Each fresh face, each figure, my spirit drinl^s like wine, — 
Thousands endlessly passing. Violets, daisies. 

What is your charm to the passionate charm of faces, 

This ravishing reality, this earthliness divine ? • 

O murmur of men more sweet than all the wood's caresses. 
How sweet only to be an unknown leaf that sings 
In the forest of life ! Cease, Naturfe, thy whisperings. 

Can I talk with leaves, or fall in love with breezes ? 
Beautiful boughs, ^our shade not a human pang appeases 
This is London. I lie, and twine in the roots of things. 
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The Old Swee^ Quiet 

Where art thou, my old sweet Quiet, 
Where, O yhere ? 

By the billows canst thou be ? 

Is it there ? 

There, where hushed from wild waves’ riot 
Breaks the smoothed blue sea ? 

No, not there ! The peaceful moon 

By those falling waves would stir 
With the far, far distance soon 

I«e<igings infinite for her ; ^ 

Her, that from my heart can purge 
Not a billow, not a surge. 

No, not there ! 


Art thou in the cornfields lonely ? 

Oh, to be 

Where th^ wide earth ripples green 
Like a sea ! 

There, possessed of verdure only. 
Watching dost thou lean ? 

No ! not there ; for thou wouldst meet 
By some stile, som© hedgerow fair, 
Sweet objects, ah f too keenly sweet 
With the jixfmory of her ; 

Her, that from their -perfume knows 
Not a woodbine, not a rose ! 

No, not there ! 
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To His Mother 

Augustest ! dearest ! whom no thought can trace, 
Name murmuring out of birth’s infinity, 

Mother ! like heaven’s great face is thy sweet face, ^ 
Stupendous with the mystery of me. 

Eyes, older than the light ; cheek, that no flower 
Remembers ; brow, at which my infant care 
Gazed weeping upland saw the skies enshower 
With tender rain of vast mysterious hair I 
Thou at whose breast the sunbeams sucked, whose a 
Cradled the lisping ocean, art thou she, 

Goddess, at \^ose dim heart the world’s deep charms 
Tears, terrors, sobbing things, were yet to be ? 

She, from whose tearing pangs in glory first 
I and the infinite white heavens burst % 

Home- Thoughts 

While I recall you o’er deep parting seas, 

Lonelier have grown these cliffs, this English grass. 
Hatint of my heart, dear faces, let me pass 
Tv) that far south, till presence bring me peace. 
Unsatisfied with those dead memories, 

I muse, and mould from each sweet day that was 
An image of the future ; but, alas ! 

What hunger can oblivious hope appease ? 

My soul may travel to you, but the gea . 

Sternly puts back the pilgrim feet of life 
With the harsh warning of necessity 
That ofb*taught truth my sighs would fain unlearn^ 
How idle is human passion! Tet its strife 
Is duty, and our hearts are maide to yearn. 

35 ) 
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A% Ek^ 

c 

Nor spring, nor bloom, nor freebness ! — O oome thou ! 
Bloom, ^ordttre, sprii^time, iBdl things, cs»U theo now. 
Not of the moot! so wistful is ^le sear 
As sea and moott and earth and air of thee ! 

The hoQow, silent world, now thou art gone, 

Like music d^thy laughter vibrates on, 

As silence after music ; (di, so sweet 

Thy name is now for absaioe to repeat. ^ 

Ah I dearer than the dart of all delight, 

Ah I swifter than fresh beauty to the sight, 

Clonies thy lost cheek to kiss of summer days, 

And to the gazing stars thy starry gaze. 

• 

Come thou ! The very air, that aches to be 
Void of thy bloom, is bmding over thee. 

It is of thee the violet breathes replete ; 

Remembering thee, ^e rose is straightway sweet. 

, And my dream-burdetted spirit, full to death,— 

Ah ! just bdiind tkk& rose I feel thy breath ! 

Thou seemest through the sweet sap® just to start ; 
Throuiph the green leases thou contest in my heart. 

Ob, ia iptwie t she aevw may 

Fsat g reeix a st leftTes in Sumnier’s hesTt to batti, 

pB«t dew or HonreTt oT'^'idieanxs, or mrgeii’ Intt, 

To tie in deopest m^ttm bontiffiil. 
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The Lovet and the PairUer 

O painter bold fiwad true, lord of every flying hue, 
Whose immortal hand all lovely thiryg^ implore, 

Now to thy glory set, what never artist yet 
Dared before : 

Paint a picture of the mistress I adcure ! 

What yoice of earth is this, that passionate with bliss 
Calls me from the coldness of aerenest art ?«* 

Youth, thy happy eyes I know, I recognise : 

S^y what part 

Can Apelles play to serve a lover’s heart ? 

To give sighs memory, shadows reality, 

All the hungry hours with gazing awe to slay, 

Quick, oh, quick, deceive time and absence, give 
To the day 

Beauty, night but shows only to take away. 

Impossible ! no stretch utmost skill can fetch 
That fair invisible in colours to confine. • 

How shall pencil trace unhetped her htdy grace ? 

How divine 

lads of what sweet curve, what lips incarnadine ? 

j 

Nay ) do but see, the i/oom is ptorttodl srith kae bloom ; 
A thoosand aimdomi ^ the hmaated sttmoiipfaeBe ; 
Birds in ihe tna4opa eaim lite of her oliann : 

Do bat bear, 

Loye’s owa gmfdiic voiee sha^ paint her to thiae ear. 

at 
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Speak, then, and let thy fire my duller hand inspire. 
What ambrosial hair, O lover, must 1 paint ? 

Whal divinest gold fetched from sacred brows of old 
For thy saint, 

Helen’s^ or Berenice^ ‘i Gome, 1 shall not faint. 


Not Helen’s, nor that hung streaming the stars among ; 

Only paint for me the tresses of a girl 

Tresses dear and deep, tresses soft as sleep— , 

Net a curl 

But for its loveliness would impoverish the pearl. 

f 

What darling locks are these that dim the very breeze, 
Incomparable painter, with their shower? 

Yet, ah ! yet once more this ringlet I implore ; 

Every flower 

Just as she places it in some sweet careless hour I 


From your lapturous tones where love himselt enthrones, 
Chaimiog youth, I caught these touches of her grace. 
Turn n6w your sparkling eyes, oh, now my soul advise ! 
See I trace — 

Venus help me now ! her unknown heavenly face. 


Outlines, lovely, my haunted spirit plague. 

What suggestkma dim and sweet they breedi 
Shadows gatiier thkdc, aaid my heart beats quick : 
O proceed I 

From the canvas now let dawn h^ face indeed* 
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See> andouding dear, her vezy face appear; 

Bloam inefffl^le, no sun-^rm peaoh oan show. 

Axe these the glorious eyes that did your heart surprisS 
Long ago? 

This the ruby lip, your sighs remembeir so? 


Not this, not this ! Her faoe, O painter, oouldst thou traoe, 
Painter, her beauty immortfid, sweet, severe, 

Thy rav^hed soul in bliss beycmd the morning’s kiss 
’Twould insphere I — . 

O intoxicated lover, let me hear. 

<» 

If cold and perfect art gould love’s burning heart 
Borrow, and not tremble to possess, 

Then my tongue might tell, then your soul might spelL 
The excess 

Of her sweet and utter loveliness. 
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Sapphi^ 

pease> O my spirit^ cease l^ls Adless yearning ! 

Idly l^ou seekest; gone is it, past hoping, 

That gplden treasure : iSiine own sweet oontontmont 
See shalt thou never. 

Glass'd in her waters, h^ own green haunts with music 
Shall the flown mavis fill again, and waihUng 
Taste her oi\ freedom : but not the prisoned 
Breast that is burning. 

Burning, Myvanwy, from that smile whose sweetness 
Takes mad the spirit and tells the trembling gazer 
Peace is gone from him, peace and every thankful 
Moment forever. 

Pasiton-poised dreamer, what life is now left theel 
Shall abidnce help thee to forget her ? Ah ! no 
Far from thosd lovdiy smiles, that lovely presence, 

Life beocunes hateful ; 

Dull seems each minute, each creeping hour I number. 
Oh, though so distant, like a fire she h^nts me. 

Absence may bring me feet, but never respite, 

Never oblivion. 

AU the sweet radiant day in longing passes ; ^ 

Darkness but ushers hours of brokcm slumb^, 

Tfll, my heart struggling with her name half murmured. 
Sad I awakeA. 
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Only when after pam there comea a languor. 

And that strong image fades awhile grown dimmer, 
Then do I something feel like peace, half hoping 
Almost for freedom. 

But when 1 see her, and in mere stranger’s greeting 
For one sweet moment feel her hand within mine, 

Oh, then through gvery vein quick shoots the fever, 

• Shoots the old madness ; 

Once again o’er me comes that, spell so potent. 

Charmed by the sweet tones lost I sit in listening, 

At each look trembling, her heavenly eyes give mo, 
Speechless with passion, 

Drinking delicious fire, delicious anguish. 

Grown half immortal — But ah ! to what purpose 
Doth thy heart beat so, doth* thy berath oppress thee ? 
Vainly thou lovest ! 

Beautiful, distant as a star she smiles down 
In virgin silence on thy fevered passion. 

Passion ! She knows not what it means, in heavenly 
Quiet reposing. 
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I 


I the first man« the majesty 

Of creatures^ Time’s tall birth. 

Spring at God’s finger-touch erect, 

Glorjring upon earth. 

Above me the blue solemn heavens, 

* Around, the sun, the shade. 

Green, whispering, glorious wilderness, 

I knew for me were made ; 

• 

For me all broad Euphrates flowed 
As stooping down I quaffed 
Water’s triumphant glory : winds 

And waves, for me they laughed. 

And the first bird sang piercing sweet ; 

Leaves danced ; tlie rose its new 
First odour infinitely breathed 

For me— oh, where were you ? 

2 

You, the first woman, who should bloom 
Out of creation’s bud. 

Perfect the six days’ handiwork 
And show that all was good ? 

You were not : yet your fresh idea 
Made leafier greenest shows. 

Haunted the ulence, somathiiig rare 
Augured behind the rose. 
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In all thing8» pure Btreaiu8» mountain grand. 
Sky, valley, clouds that roamed, — 

One awful sweet foreshadowing, — 

The world^to beauty homed. 

• 

And something flowerier than flowers 
And dewier than dew 
Foreboded uncreated Eve, ^ 

ThriUed Eden through and through. 


3 

The freshest of the cherubim. 

When I paced forth to see 

Eden in my first natal hour,-— 

Two angels — ^went with me. 

Wonder and Rapture. To my soul 
God’s fair works Wonder showed ; 

V 

And fairer, for more gtonooB, 

Throi:^ Rapture’s eyes they glowed. 

Perfect, jnofound, mystoitms, grand 
Was all t’-wixt earth and sky ; 

A miraole the mighty sdhemiB, 

And the chid:' wondor, I 

Bowed, worshipiang the so ve seign haijd,' 
Marrfdluig, foil of pride ; 

I kinship with t&e ^ory owned, 

Yott, why I knew not, sighed. 
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4 

Joyfiil, soffioieiit to tfiyseif, 

An image of the power 

That made thee go domestioate • 

The brute, and train the flower, 

God’s gardener, upwards lift ! For friends, 
Compan|pn8 from the sky, 

Aggels shall visit thee and raise 
Thy soul with converse high. 

Invisible or dim-peroeived, * 

Oft in the cedar walk ' 

Perchance at cool of eve with thee, 

As friend with friend, shall talk 

Thy heavenly Maker. Eden shall 
No desert be, nor lack 

8ublimest friendships. For whose hand 
Lookest thou, lingerest back ? 

5 

I roamed through Nature’s paradise 
Tired, pensive, solitary. 

Seeking you, Eve, in shapes I clothed 
Cloud, water, crag, and tree« 

For the whole sympathy of heaven 
And earth into the mood 

Seemed wrought of that diving idea. 

The image I punsisd. 

87 
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Now through the wave diaphanou8» 

A Naiad to my hopes ■ 

You shone ; a swimming glory rose 
Showering the water drops ; 

• 

The doud wraith of your loveliness 
Floated in every breeze. 

Sprung on the hills an Oread ; 

A Dryad peered through trees. 

6 

*Twas in a valley first I thrilled, 

In trancM wonder, Eve, 

Hints of your softer majesty. 

Your sweet strength, to perceive. 

From the elm’s leafy IpftinesB, 

The poplar soaring fair, 

Ash, bdech, the willow’s bending grace, 

The woodland goddess there 

Limbed into loveliness. — ^1 gazed. 

The souls of those fair trees. 

Unbarked, disbranched, and, what they were, 
Shy gentle Dryades, 

I 

Approached me ; calm tranquillities, 

The spirits of the wood, 

Shadowed my heart with peacefulness, 

Hush, coolness, solitude. 
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0 ye whose fair umbrageous forms, 
Though softer, seem allied 

To mortal, glories of the glade, 

What are ye, speak I I cried. 

Your sky-embowering holy shapes 
In shadowy secrecy 

Se«n to breathe joy and peace. Ye droj)^ 
Large leafy thoughts on me. 

Hovering, yet motionless, ye stand : 

Speak ! Language seems to start 

From those soft whispering lips, like leaves 
By fresh winds blown apart. 

Creation’s hopeless quest I seek, 

The softer Adam, blissr. 

Undreamed perfection ; which of you 
Creation’s glory is ? 


8 

Then one, the elm tree’s shady soul, 
Rooted in foftiness 
Immovable. In my large heiglit, 
Adam, thy dream possess. 

The skyward ivy of thy thoughts 
Clasping my baik, let stand 
Earth-fixed for ever in my shade, 
Thy darkness cool and grand, 
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'* Heights upon heights of bowery, firedi, 
Soft-hanging shelter shall, 

Fretted with sky-peeps, lure thee up ; 

And strong boughs, lest thou fall, 

“ Support thee. Boot thy finger’s dutch 
Into my stem, this pride 
Of rough-barkod grandeur, shadowy grace. 
Nor seek another bride.” 


9 

Ehe smiled. That sovereign stature next. 
The lady of the oak, 

Seemed over Eden broad to stretch 
Her shady arm. She spoke : 

“ If grandeur, not sole height, thou seek. 
Thy SMsre-diadowing ^ade. 

Enter this Dodonaean girth. 

Millennial, undecayed. 

“ H«e shall the ea^e of thy hope 
Beat wings ; here, one by pne, 

'Diy callow aq>irations fledge. 

Imp |Hnions<for the sun. 

** Hyperbcwetm doves be here 
Pr(q>hetic, and when snow 
Hoars nature, <mt thou, Druid-hke, 

The inuamtsl mistletoe.” 
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10 

I, Adam, I, who felt yon. Eve, 

My halved self, other heart,’ 

Under my rib, diviner far. 

Yet like in every part, 

Answered : » Too mightUy ye tower. 

Too broadly do ye space 
G^’s roomy* dim idea, for me 

Yonr sweet glooms to embrace. 

“ The l^er leafiness of yoti. 

Your whispering sonl of peace. 

Lies far beyond my grasp, that dusk 
Of shadowy secrecies. 

Virgin to your vast grandeur cool 
Remain then, solemn trees. 

Image your Maker’s holing 

And sway but to the Iweeze.” • 

11 

Oh lady of the ragged knees. 

Whose vast girth hour by hour, 
Gnarled, knotted through a thousand years, 
Reneath the hand of poww 

Swaying, the blast and hurricane 
Of the creative thought 
Which glcwiously to quiet gicoiped 
13iy aore>sh^owing plot 

41 
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or million whispeTBt still be thou 
All day eartii’s canopy^ 

QlimineriTig and rustlitig^ drink all nigt 
Dew» darkness from the sky. 

God’s day qf thousand years for hir 
Date thou» with annual bark 
Ring upon ring, that he from theg 
An ffion sned mav mark. 


And thou, whose soaring heights of shade 
Tliick -leaved, though rough thy rind, 
Must effortlessly tall have climbed 
Out of the heavenly mind, 

Let the low ivy round thee ring 
Her thousand fingers high, 

Take tremulously undismayed 

Those blue t>eeT>s of the sky ; 

StQl let the poise and grace of you 
All day his thought embower* 

Height by degree ascending soft, 

The plfu^id^ease of power. 

Oft shall the Maker, visiting 
Eden, with thee hold talk, 

Thou whisper-ladon majesty 

Who <apownVt the garden walk, 
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Around those sylvan goddesses 
Awful the stillness grew. 

As baok into their branching glqpms 
The holy shapes withdrew. 


Once more to leafy loveliness 
They limbed ; I, solitary. 

Stood panged with alien beauty, lured. 
Fretted, a hushed cold tree 


Wishing myself. Could I' so stand. 
Said 1, O dryads fair. 

Whom the all-sapient heavenly hand 
Rooted to rise in air» 


In mossed contentment here would 1 
Anchor. A restless heart 
He gave me, see, and wandering feet,—* 
X>esires that shoot and dart. • 


14 

Vaguely dim shadowy hints of thee 
Spurred ifte, yet I delayed 
'Twixt lodEty elm and glonous^oak 
In that sequestered glade* ^ • 

Here should her stature limb to life. 
Hare leaf her loydy hair. 

Vet yonder on the lawn X spy • 

Her cheek, and eyes how feir. 

4a 



SONGS OF LOVE AND DEATH 


Creation’s wonder^ where lurks she ? 
' I questioned ; in these bowers ? 
Or in that deep grass virginal, 

With faces that are flowers ? 

r 

As thus I lingered to be gone, 
Answering my very thought, 

I hoard a soft still voice ; it Beomo()l 
The spirit of the spot. 


15 

Yes, the divine soft solemn soul 
Of Nature in that place, — 

Its genius, its embowered whole 
Of earth, sky, tree and grass ; 

All that of loftiness had gnarled 
In branching attitudes 
High over-arohed, that noble grove 
Trained out of many moods ; 

In heaven’s tranquillity above. 

The oM. still ground below, 

Its penidve self to think and breathe 
Its dim self Jove and know ; 

What vmoed in landscape, God’s vast peace 
Just from depliuB of shade. 

The woodfand’s dreamy heart profound, 

** Adam ! ” it called and said : 
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** Creation’B wonder and thy wife 
Here selfed in landscape^ see 1 
Soul of thy soul, thy fairer self, * 

Virgin I wait for thee. 

With hilly and encircling sweep 
My solitary arms 

Reach out, to fold thee to my heart. 

This breezy dusk of chantis. 

This^eaf-stirred forest^ whose fair brows 
Whose heaven-deep eyes how fair 
Leaned down to shadow thee, and shroud 
With verdurous wealth of hair. 

Beauty, that glorious thing thou seest 
Shyly, invisibly, • 

To wed thee waits, this maidenhood 
Of greensward, tree, and ^dcy.” 


17 

'' No longer fan Ihy heart’s pent fire 
That fair invisible 
To find, nor with an image seek. 

With a dream-faoe, to dwells • 

Could she be lovelier, thinkest thou. 
The soft majestio ehe. 

Than this calm glorious of4hinga 
That smiles for ever foae^l 
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The heart of nature, pure and warm, 
Offered thee glad and near 
Tranquillities of noble form 
And secrecies of fear. 

A 

“ Peace and pure solitude am I. 

Stay ! fairer dbialt thou find 
None to companion thy lone thought, 
Balm, solaoe thy sad mind.” 


18 

'* What shape art thou ? And whence proceeds 
Thy solemn voice ? ” I cry, 

“ Divine soul of this valley soft. 

Who fain wouldst be my bride. 

“ Thy secret, shadowy charm I feel. 

Like cool fingw laid 

Upon my iiurobbing heairt ; thy voice 
I hear my haste upbraid. 

” Come forth, twilight oblivion 

Undraped, and her sweet form . 

Show me, that lovelier self I feel 
Under my heart’s rib warm. 

“ Iboa, glorioas vall^, well may’st limb, 

Thou forest, body forth 

" That iqplendoor, fairest of Qod’s works, 
Perfeotkm's sotere^ wwtb.” 

4A 
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n 

1 

Dear, oould the wise creator make 
Me, nor imagine you, * 

When from hia wisdom’s awful breath 
1 came like trembling dew, 

You under my heart’s rib I felt 
* Shiver and sparkle sweet, 

With my first shook of being pulse 

Your starry infinite. 

• 

Already in his thought you were 
Enfolded like a bud. 

Fragile and feminine, man’s flower 
And Nature’s crowning good ; 

Oould He without the glorious stars 
Blake hollow heaven alone, 

Blake yearn the sad wave, and no shore* 
To break its heart upon ? 

2 

Far mountain)} unapproadiable, 

Stem mid aloof, yon blue ; 

Sad, solitary range ! and we 
Alone in Eden, two f 

Beautiful, faomelbsa wildmwss 
Around, waste skies above ; 

Stung by his lonely star-fires, two 
’Fo hungCT uito love. 
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’This grandear aa in granite cut 

The world’s face. Two to press 
' Shivering Tot love, warmth, each to each 
In Nature’s Icmeliness. 

He zoned us with disdainful things, 

Cold and austere to make ; 

Tremble to each two hearts, and fear 
Each other to forsake. c 


3 

Above all other loves I place 

The husband^s and the wife’s. 

The kiss that was in Eden kissed 
Is both love’s base and life’s. 

Without the heart-beat’s twofold rhythm 
Life cannot be, nor show 

In action perfect : feet and hands, 

Eyes, lips, are only two. 

Marriage ; it is the world’s sane curb, 
The very school of trust, t 

The nurse of sanctity. It builds 
Joy out of deuliy dust. 

c 

1 . 

How else could heaven on ocean print 
One soft perpetual kiss ? 

Or earth in tender green toward heaven 
Bosom to mer^ her bliii» ? 
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4 

God placed the awful rondure vast 
Of this great marriage-ring 
The worlds with consecrating ear^h. 
Sky, ocean, everything. 

To bind our two hearts chastely wed 
With mutual exchange 
Of the yearns gold circumference. 
Jewelled with beauty strange ; 

Stars, diamonds of the distance, night’s 
Biack opal, ruby .new 
Of sunrise, and leaves emerald-fresh. 
And the clear pearling dew. 

He with betrothing grandeur girt 
Our hearts, and gorgeously 
Made Nature’s sacrameni of charm 
Our wedding-ring to bo. 


5 

God made the world for me, for you. 
That his d.ream-paradi8e 
Re-imaged in first freshness, two 
Might see in cither’s eyes ;* 

Revive lost Eden, fence out all 
With forest, mountain-high ; 

Yet through our leafy garden close. 
Its whispering seoreoy, 
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The giant ages mwmuring, — 

Strife, hatred, anger rude, — 
Faint, far-off, like a rumour strange. 

Alarm our solitude. 

« 

Wo hear it ; smile, yet fearfully, 

As ’twere the serpent’s hiss. 
Bosom to beating bosom, crush 
Our wild hearts’ lonely bliss. 


6 

Love, heavenly Love, in your fair eyes 
Fashioned the primal dew, 

Ensouled me in pure paradise 
To dwell with only you. 

Love, the world’s maker, TLove divine. 
Creative, hedged from sight 
And hushed with whispering wilderness 
Far tumult, loud affright, 

There where hate is, battle and fear, 

The fruit of knowledge bad. 

Which should I taste with hungering ear,- 
Toward shadow history sad 

i 

Turn from you, dear,-^ike flaming swords 
The angels of yam eyes 
Would drive me forth from joy and you 
And dewy pai^adfse, 

SO 
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7 

For hiuts^ for prophecies of you, 

That flowered from age to age, 

1 roam each lovely legend old 

Where beauty strews the page : 

Evadne, Phyllis, Hero sad, 

1 think them ; I burn 

i>ido*B too perishable dust, 

And Procris in her urn, 

You come, the sweet fulfllment, you. 

Of all they once foretold ; 

Straight at your touch they burst their tombs. 
The lovely dames of old. 

As conjured by your spell they rise,—* 

Dead faces, glorious hair ; 

And beauty, once more b^utiful. 

Remembers to be fair. 


8 

When your sole beauty, the world^s charm, 
Grows peAlously fair : 

And shadowy tall heroes arm 
To battle for your hair ; 

When from your browns triumidiant worth 
It seems tike ages bled^ 

And through the leaves steam ainipour shone 
Of ^orious knights lopg dead ; 

01 
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* c 

And swords flamed, spears to splintors crashed, 
, And the rich blood streamed bright 
Of Arthur’s peers or Charlemagne’s 
For you in thundering flght ; 

Enough then is one tranquil look 
Out of your heavenly eyes. 

To toll toe we two are alone 
And round us paradise. 


9 

Sole peace of Eden, though your cheek 
The world’s worth summarise. 
Though passionate dead ages haunt 
Those memories, your eyes ; 

Oh, from that pageantry of dooms 
Past br foreboded, where 
You dwell with dim disastrous things. 
With beauty and with fear ; 

Thoii^h like a trumpet-ldast your brow 
Has power my soul to tbiill 
With famous battles long forgot 
Hiat bleed ^or^beauty still ; 

t. 

X«6St Eden’s Imie peace perilous 
With armies grow, re&ain, 
j|jest firom my ingh^ you disappear 
Into that pmnp of pahi* 
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10 

Ah ! tell me not of heroines 

And ladies long since dead ; 

All their perfections^ all their parts, 
In you are summed and said. 

To look upon you is to hear 

The dash of battles old ; 

% 

And tournaments of gentle knights 
And splintering lances cold. 

For your sake, for the prize of you, 
Do^roy towers flame again ; 
And Hector and Achilles fight^ 

And for your sake are slain. 

8o perilous your beauty seems 
With nunour of old wars, 

With crash and conflict. * But 'tis I 
Who bleed and bear the scars. 


11 

What power is in your gentle eyes, 
Immortal*, bUssful Eve, 

With the whole race to syinpathliie 
And even in Eden grieps 9* 

Though, in your smile, Teoiptotion, Fall, 
In that world-saving ack 
Caught up, the l>elage we soryive 
Bearth^s giant ages dadCt 
5 » 
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Biot out the paust ; in your brows’ arch, 
Their raiubow peace, 1 see 
' Uemembered the sad surge and Hood 

Of woful history, 

• 

Though you revive lost bliss, your heart 
Cradles august the pain, 

The ancient primal woe of man, 

And aches to mother Cain. 


12 

luiinite Pity made the heavens, 

Iniinite Love the earth. 

Yet shattering tempests rage, and here 
Injustice lai^^hs for mirth. 

f 

I stuff my fingers in both ears 
To hear those piteous cries. 

1 weep to see the groaning sphere 
Drown in her miseries. 

The murdei’cr of his brother’s hope, 

The sweater and the slave, '' 

The oppressor hideously enthroned, 

Make human life a graye. 

There aerais no pity in the beftTens, 

No love on earth, a hell 
of all ahunea and wrongs. Meanwhile 
'* Yon, you oa dmlL 
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13 

And did eternal Pity then 

Make all ? Ah ! sure it did : 

And out of the eternal Love 
The heavens in glory shed. 

I mind not now the mystery 
Of cruel%wrong and strife^ 

This ancient wail through history, 
This tangle deep as life. 

I know4>here is a power that works 
All things to harmonise. 

I know it from the ruth that lurks 
Deep in your gentle eyes. 

Since first that pitying, loving look 
Made heaven of my poor earth, 

1 know the suffering soul of things 
Weeps to an angel birth. 


14 

I cannot wonder, O xny Sweet, 

That you alone are you. 

Could beauty else seem beautiful* 

Or truth itself be true ? 

Were you not, could majestic heaven, 
So tranquilly secure 
Arch, OP the everlai^ng hills « 

Or solid earth endure, 
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Or flowers be flowers f Creation knows 
That you are yoa, and none, 

In the least like you, fellow shall 
Your peerless paragon. 

li 

And ihe high stars' reeurring pomp, 
Days, seasons, whisper me 
Of that one certainty divine, ^ 

Assuring she is sIm). 


16 

Dear, were you other than you are 
By a hair’s breadth, a swerve, 

Were your cheek softly strange to me 
By just the littlest curve ; 

Were your voice other, not the trill. 

The timbre sweet 1 know. 

The way you have, to look, smile, speak,- 
Only that way, just so, 

That selfo you, lovely hdok of you. 

That darts such arrowy 
Perfume, your in^vidnal roee. 

To make us ory 'tis she 1 

Were that gone, all wme g<me for me ; 

I should go wandering, 

* l^nd, stumbling, seelring everywhere . ' 
The one t^ng, the one thing,. 



nCB^BTAl^ BVB 
10 

Idiies aro Uli0S aad 2^ 

Thd rose Ib just a raao. 

But yoot sweet lovefitiess to fiud^ 
Where is it ? xio one knows. 

Not in your feoe, that piwadise^ 

I find tjje sovereign speU. 

IJot in the gardens of your <^eek. 
Brow, ohin, does beauty dwell. 

Vaguer than violets, your eyes 
Dim sweetness oracle,^ . 

Breathe of a flower more lovely ^rare^ 
Fragrance ineffable ! 

l^e rubies of your lips wm*e mined 
From richer depths below. 

The lily and the rose of you 

No white, no red can show. 


17 

The somethii^ more by which your eyes 
Shine faker than the sun. 

The just a litUe that Is your ro^e~ 

And mystery’s begun. 

What the world’s myriad-petalled flower. 

Mwses by some delight, I 
1 know not what| some charm .that^s yours, 
Oivinsi^ yOura by right ; [ 

»7 
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c 

What in your teremes never yet 
Breathed Helen, a^ outrtripB 
Just CSeopatra’a vritehfira£k glanoe, 

Just Bosaipond's i^y Ups ; 

Hie sometjbing that is evei^hing, 

And you in one a{>art, 

Like but ^th heavenly difierenoe,*-*^ 
That is the sting, the dart. 
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m * 

1 


Peace, okunorous tnimpets ! Siteuee, dnutu t 
Be bieathless all and luudi ! 

Let die a|>]^iise ! Ify lady wmm, 

My lady of tiie Uuah. 

She’s badifuSer tiuui dew to hide, 

• Or dew.hung drooping rose. 

Down>bent she keeps her queenly head, 

Her eyes down<lidded close. 

« 

Of sentient fibre to the quidc. 

She trembles, shrinks'firom praise. 

To look on her too earnestly 
Sets all her cheek ablasse'. 

Gease, gazing eyes, to disconcert 
Her holy modesty ; * 

And you, my songs, with shamefast aw« 

Her pomp acocnnpany. 


My rose, she blorites to be praised. 

She wonders to be £ur. 

My lily of her pale pure bloom 
Is shyly unaware. 

dear stars, water, woods, tiie flowers 
IMie looks widi great wide eyes. 

The wcsdd to her a nuwvel is, ' 

And life a rich surprise. . . 
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Yet the prime marvel, trikat I find 

In her to love, malceii shine 

C^en hi wistful wcmder large 

Her ohildlfiie eyes divhie. 

« ' 

fti it laookery or flattery ? 

Her dear look puzzled aaya ; 
So utterly unconscious she 

nf hra* fwn IntTAlinAou 


In your perfection secretly 

I longed some fault to see ; 

Some friulty, that this lu^less gulf 
Might bridge ’twist you and me. 

ti 

1 found the foible, thought I found ; 

Pot when your eyes I praised. 

They lani^ed with, pleasure, yet a^Ju^ 
Rebuked the joy 1 raised. 

In that rich crimson some nnall Huge 
Of oonsdioos pride m^ht be. 

I but a new perfecthm found. 

Your lovely modesty. 

« 

The vkgfo glory of a bluA 
, Made you move perfoot flower. 

Still mart your ri<4i bumaiflly 
Above me semn to tower. 



IMMORTAL 

4 

Transparent as some lake, and calm 
As mountain tmrent's rest, 

You keep the maidhood of the sou}, 

The childhood of the breast. 

Around you in blue mystery 
The ete9;nal mountains lean, 
8}ioulder each other, rise to catch 
The depths of your serene ; 

And dq;vm to you the ba^ppy brooks, 

A hundred laughters, come 
To find in your x>elluoid depth 
Peace, purity, a home. 

Though fast the trembling torrents rush, 
Play, babble, without cease. 

They deepen but your limpid hush. 

They add but to your peace. 


5 

Subtraction were detraction, dear. 
Multiplication tires. 

And to divide perfection’s 8um_ 

Were tasking angeMyres. 

I would in moments, TimeVpoor slave, 
Your millioned worth make diine ; 
You lie beyond the shot of preiji^e, 

<h slander’* oounter-min^ 
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t do bot vex aiiHunfHc 
With details cddeli|^t» 

' Aod shivwr into fragments up 
Your perfect chrysolite. 

Vain torment of the pen, though sweet 
For after all is done. 

Unknown, enohanting you remain, ^ 
For ever wh(4e and one. 


6 

The weakness of a woman’s strei^t^ 
You have, Love, you are frail 

Only as harebeUs tremble soft. 

As ereCpers oatob and trail. 

The lovely pliant strength is yours 
To yield, yet win your ends. 

You have the weeping sympathy 
With which the wHlow bends ; 

The wihhery of freakish fe^wlt, 
Caprice and waywardness, 
you toour human earth, 
Bndearing wetiknesses. 

t. 

I, 

The richness of the garden soil 
You show* All noble seeds 
^tower in your nature, nor <hs da i o 
Some wild and random weeife. 

** i 
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The violets unforgettable 

Of those dark lovely eyes 

Upon my s{^t vaguely Uoom, 
With ocdour tantalise. 

I strive to paint on bafOed sight 
The mystery of their hue. 

Black are they, pansies of delight ? 
Black ? Purple ? Darkest blue 1 

Those imdeterminable hints 

- Are colour’s sanctuary, 

To hide from us inviolable 

The world’s dear mystwy. 

What spirit, the angel of your eyes. 
Sits there invisible, • 

Their infinite deep shining darks 
May hint, but never tell I 


8 

Dear, when 1 look within your eyes. 
What heaven do I see ? 

What stariy glcuious universe ^ 

That gases down on me ? 

Infinite distance there I see. 

And soaring oft see bum • 

Orion with his belt severe ’• 

And sworded briUiaaoe sfora ; 

63 



SONGS OF LOVE AND DEATH 

t 

And <rfib to baffle sight aJmost, 

Badiant and sqjft, adiile flees 
Thftlr dovelike shimmer, peers the ho^ 

Of the sw^t Pleiades ; , 

• 

And then, when tender gloaming dusks 
The evening of yoor eyes, 

I see the lonely star of Love, 

The planet Venus rise. 


9 

Tell me what sage astronomy 
May fathom those fair eyes, 

Where st^l profounder depths elude 
And show yet deeper skies. 

There, past the eagle’s iqu^Uing wings. 
And past the swan I soar, 

Jlmd past Hie Pegasean flight 

muwe heavenly de^ps explore. 

That glorious arch of stoeaming looks, 
Your spirit’s milky way, 

I<ove, I have dated, and dreamed besrond, 
Wit6 thes^ poor eyes of clay. 

Yet never could I gaujpi as yet 
1%e distanoe infinite 
t^kes one heavenly of yours 
To shine down to my 

fi4 
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Was she not graceful, ftmned so fskir t 
Oonld I hev shape azalt 

Or Qod’s h«id save from fhultlesspess 
Yet keep without a fault ? 

Not tall, her stature seemed the rule 
To ino^perfeotion by. 

^eauty, what’er her attitude. 

Stood with her just so high. 

O sweeji proportion 1 How shall I 
Describe her going’s grace ? 

Slow was it, stately, j^Ming t Nay, 
’Twas hers and beauty’s pace. 

So perfectly in hw €k>d blent 
l^e mean that oevet cloys. 

To hcdd my heart in balances 
And ke^ admiring pm^e. 


11 

O fair as hawthorn buds are fidr I 
O pure ah privet me^ 1 
With tity omnplezion dball 1 dare 
l^e eaowdtop’s spotieas .ohe^ ? 

She wiimowed wluteneaB. Radhusoe’ a^ 
Ebd touched tiie ooimatMt day, 
Sihrwed the world with some lr|«e dawn 
iSiat was her aftirifs ray.; 

«6 
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The laughter, the simplicity 
Of sunhght, what is it ? 

The rainbow’s gloiy of ail hues, 

The candour infinite 1 

« 

So the eternal sool-blanoh, she,— 
OljnapoB, awful saoir* — 

To sheen to mortals, took life’s pnsm, — 
Sped InS'like below. 


12 

1 think Qod meant that youth should fire 
To beauty his bright dream. 

That with his pomp of loveliness 
Our passion too might stream. 

So flowery He the pitfall makes. 

So sure He sets the gm. 

Some glorious purpose beauty hides 
To have our hearts fall in. 

What are these mighty heavent He pranked 
With stars ? What aann day f 
What sunset ? What this orb cd things. 
This nmdpre ! Who shaD say t 

I know that to besi^ my thoughts 
Your face He firamed so fair, 

Tani^ sonoh and ipassed like storm 
That purple cloud 6t hair. 

«6 
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Who is it talks of ebony. 

Who of Uie rave’s plume ? 

The glory of yotu tresses black • 
Wm ^eld to neitiier room. 

8o thick the ambrosial dusk of you 
Gloomaain your locks, soul, sight. 

The world itscdf is swallourwi up 
In darkness and delight. 

Tell ms no more that, black diiist be 
Light’s baffle, colour’s loss. 

Your tresses dioot into the sun 
A richly purple gloss. 

It was the sunshine white of you 

Which oast that wepith of shade. 

There from the burning light of you 
The wcffld and I am laid. 


14 

I iliink a soul-shape grows behind 
Your body’s siaemiing view. 

’1^ what the deathless 8culpt<|r, Life, 
Carres out of what is you. ^ 

Your eesenoe, spiritual stuff, 

Lauj^ter, '^nt^t, effort, wffl, 
Joy, soflfeiiug, all you J^, iltkik, do, 
LUce Farian marUe f^ll . 

fgt \ 



80NGS OP LOVE AJffD DEATH 


Life chisels, the ulterior you, 

Brow« cheek augeHcal, 

And figure on life’s hiu^iaome mould 
Modelled t|ll it excel. 

llien when the atom-qumried mask 
You drop, shall beam to sight 
The dear familiar face I know, 
Grown deathless, infinite ! 


15 

Age and decay, ^y, |dy your powers, 

Assault her beauty. She, 

That which she is, what inly flowers, 

For ev^ blooms, is free. 

Bain, sorrow, down those lovely cheeks ! 
Stream your remcx'seless flood ! 

You drench deep, happy roots, to make 
Her spirit freshly bud. 

Parch, fever’s burning eye, this park, 

This greensward beautiful. 

Her flesh; tlm etotml violet 
Lies oavem^d, mossy, cool ; 

It trembles ineradicable. 

That harebell sweet ; it grows. 

^ Boug^ winds but riiake down the dead leayes 
That feed deathless rose. 
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And do they perish, tiie fidr flowers^ 
This bloahing oom^aodogo 

Of roses, that so (aimson bom, , 

Of lilies, pure as snow I 

Dust, nothing, they ? Si»dk vital oharm, 
Such blqpm i It cannot be ! 

They too, like us, are spirits etotiied 
For thought, joy, agony. 

They tqp, though stirl^, souls that live 
In the eternal life. 

Take armour, fragrantiy enlist, 

Sweet soldiers, to the strife. 

Hero in the battle beautiful. 

Where fights the universe. 

To God’s dream, the unknown good. 
The bliss without a curse. 


17 

Is all we know, then, tltat we know 
Nothing 1 For certain, yes. 

Yet your ihce time’s aroh>riddfe put. 
We r^ a pregnant guess.* ^ 


No more deep-browed philosqfiiy 
Quesrimu the woiM, oohtent 
To read its 8e<net in ymm so^ 
secret that God'amdnt. 



. SOKOS OS' IXWS AKO OBATH 

C 

Viffion, dream, l»e»a4ry, timt far aearcm, 
Perfeotacm, thtov^^ fkil time, 

£*oet0 forget, tc» mase .Dp^KMOi 

Vour eyelm>w* 9 -mmxied ji4^yme ; 

And scmlptore findat in your eaft oliin. 

And painting in yaar tslteek 
The otonmi rose of myetoy , 

Ejvar on point to apeak. 
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IV 

1 

Hot eyes wero. not) of vne^yst. 

Hot teeth irare not of pearl. * 
Hutnan all ovot, lao^iing, erying. 

Shrewd, siia^,~>jii9t a girl ! 

Cheerful at the board’s head she sat, 

* Meek in the firdight dreamed. 

The shining angel she suppressed. 

And only woman seemed. . 

• 

She took me off my guard with smiles ; 

Her kindness lulled alarm ; 

She blinded me with lovely looks 
And tender simple obarm : . 

But a wild glmy lit her ways. 

Her every aot had wings. ^ 

Baoh smile, each loidc, each moticm threw 
Seraphic haloings. 


2 

Soft, slowly soft, to my awed 
And Bouf the vision grew. 

No &ult oi mine, no ftailfy da||md 
Her taaziquil look. She kneyr ! 

Her steadfast sweietness mooked surptiae. 
So humbly she forgave.' 

A s^iit she semned, in ^jesty 
Of madness armed tq^skye. 
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Oaee oiily witih a grieving look 
Ho goddess ske botrayedi 
Like Psyche when the lamp to her 
Love’s sleej^ form dh^layed. 

t 

I trembled both &r joy and dread : 

A gknry from above, 

A daughter of the Eternal, 1 
Had wedded, dared to love. 


A fragrance of rich homeliness 
You breathe, so lovely rare, 

Dtdce domum the whole house cries 
And ** home, swe^ home” the air. 

The very doors unwillingly 

Shut after you; ” She comes,” 
Floor, rafter, the dear walls, each thing, 
At your sweet entrance hums. 

No flashy stranger in her house, 

No gad-about they know. 

The homely odour rf y<^ dress 
Proclaims you as you go. 

'f 

And “ oar qoeen " now pHfionr eriflb, 
And “ ours ” tiie dwwfaig-foom; 

' They Imow wlia b^sgs tiw deb ootttent, 

ynio booyiee the idoox*' 

n 
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Muse of my worship, lean from heaven. 

And touch my trembling lyre. 

1 cannot sing your heavenly worthy 
Unless you give the fire. 

Nay, take the instrument from me. 

And swepp the chords along. 

B§, love, your own sweet poetess. 

And be yourself the song. , 

You build the verses. Thoughts and words. 
It is from you they come : 

Your beauties, virtues, sing themselves. 
What need for me to sum ? 

Be but your silent self, and you 
Are poesy, the theme 
And source exhaustless of* all song. 

You are your poet’s dream. 


5 

Her heart, that native diamond, 
Out of her bosom’s mine 
Frankly she gave me, as it were 
A toy, that gem divine I 

Of purest water its rare worth 
Ley, clouded, till I met , 
Iiove, the wise jeweller, to cut, 
Polish for me and set. 
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He took and rubbed with hard distress, 
The diamond dust of pain, 

Her heart’s rough native worth, until 
Tt shone and shone again, 

€ 

Now in a thousand facets cut, 

It sparkles out at me, 

The brilliance of eternal love, 

f 

Eternal constancy. 


6 

When of your holy constancy, 

Your faithful heart I tell, 

I think of no hard lofty pose, 

Alas, too frangible 1 

You were not coldly dutiful, 

A rock mid dashing seas ; 

You opened to the beautiful, 

You swayed upon the breeze. 

The sunshine of your joy you spilled 
In smiles on everyone, 

Your warm heart brimmed in friendships frank 
And joyo?jR as the sun, 

But still, mid frolic mirth, to me 
A soft look stole, to say 

8how where your, heart was casketed 
Deep from the gaudy day. 
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When virtue and yourself I name. 

It is a word too bleak, 

Too gaunt and steely, life’s rich play— 
Your living worth — to speak. 

Your character I paint. But life 
Sings in your words and deeds. 

What 1 in rigid moulds would cast 
Escapes : the statue bleeds. 

Your qualities are sentient things, 
ESlusive and alive ; 

Virtues, but still the lotus needs 
Low nature’s mud, to thrive. 

When I have called you woman meek. 
Wise mother, perfect wife. 

Your own sweet mystery rftill you are 
And God’s, His secret Life. 


8 

Let me not to hard diamond 
Compare your virtue, dear. 

Who softer than a moonbeam are. 
More tender Uian a tear. 

He who would sum the life, the charm. 
The magic, that is you, 

Must catch the distance of the star. 
The tremble of the dew. 
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To sunset’s gorgeous languor he 
Must add the morn’s &esh ray. 
And all the sparkling hush of night. 
And all the blaze of day. 

Such is your sheen, no diamond 

Your heart, though true as steel. 
No hardness has. A look, a word, 
Would break it, ne’er to heal. 


9 

I must not call her mirthful ; sad 
She was not. No extremes 

Might shake her charmed sobriety 
Or oloud-enchanting gleams* 

For if thought saddened on her brow, 

’Twas April in her blood ; 

Archly her rippling mirth would break 
The melancholy mood. 

So perfectly from cloud to shine 
Her temperate nature ran. 

That sunshine might not know where shade, 
Ncnr shade^ where sun began. 

As some she was not coldly gay ; 

Too near her heart to earth ! 

’Twas laughter viojk with sympathy, 

*Twm tear*drops dashed with mirth. 
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Music you loved ; it was your life. 

No new song, lovely air. 

But you straight caught and hummed^ as though 
You in its secret were. 

The mystery of melody 

Was your pulse of being : 

• Far heavenly chimings lit your eyes, 

And song to you was seeizig. 

Coloiv had music’s life to you."" 

The very grasses sang. 

To you the cosmic organ peal 
In diapason rang. 

Grod framed of harmony entire 
That piece of music, you. 

To be to yourself lyrical 
In all you say or do. 


11 

At your unworshipped deity 
I rage/I fill with shame. 
V/ildly 1 think to all the world 
Your glory to proclaim. * ^ 

To find salvation in your smile. 
In your look paradise, 

A zealot in that bUssful faith 
1 would the wcarld bapliw ; 
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Spread my own joy. Therefune my aonga 
, Like fiery propheta go, — 

Make to her beauty proselytes 
Mortality and woe. 

t 

Lot blind men see those lovely looks, 

The deaf her laughter hear, 

Wash in her living charm the soul 
Of either hemisphere. 


12 

Mimuermus, Smyrna’s tender bard. 

The sweet Ionian, sang 
Of Nanno. To his mournful lyre 
He chanted love’s rich pang, — 

Our short-lived youth, old age that comes 
So soon, so swift youth^s bUss, 

All that in our strange, human lot 
Familiar sorrow is. 

And Nanno, Nanno, on the ohords 
Sobb’d, ever went and came 
Nanno, the lovely flute-player. 

Who touched hit soul to flame, 

s 

Dead and divine, her name he gave 
His trader elegies, 

As I to these the name whose sound 

f 

Is love’s and eoatasy’s. 
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Be Rtill our standard-bearer brave, 

A beacon to the free ! 

Be still the rally to all fact, ^ 

All truth, all loyalty ! 

I ask not that a compelling bond 
You kpep, to me be true. 

, I am unworthy to unloose 

The latchet of your shoe. 

T am unworthy, love, to touch 
Ground you have glorified. 

Your estimation takes no blot ; 

I urge not honour’s pride. 

But should you waver, you, who lead 
The vanguard where drums beat. 

How shall the host of liell come on, 
Heaven’s armies sound retreat ! 


H 

Not only doth infinity 

Brood t>n our hearts. It sighs 
Through nature — all this mournful heave 
Of earth, those yearning'" sides. 

The illimitable hollow, sad, 

Blue space of heaven august, 
Stooping in awful sympathy^ 

Over this ail of dust. 
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Aad Btiar &eB it ; the trees 

^ Feel in tiieir branches groan 
World-old indignity, some gash 
Bemembmed in the moan 

Of the wild wind, and in the seethe 
And surge of ocean's pain ; 

That sundering rift and chasm, of which 
Our lonely hearts complain. 


16 

Stars, universes, might that moves 
Guided by ajrstem, law. 

Inexorable, deaf, my soul 
You shall not overawe. 

Earth, on thy breast I know not whence 
T came, what powers to thank. 

Nor whither, sun, thy glorious beams 
Conduct me. All is blank. 

We, too, are planets wandering 

Like the round globe we tread ; ' 

Each soul a tiny universe. 

With vastness found ns spread. 

Though blind we rush, what matter ? God 
Guides throng the boundless ether. 

What matter if, like earth and moon. 

We go, love, stiU together ? 
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PieaQ of immoctaifity, 

0 Godward peal 6f praise t 
Bing, ring within my mortBl ears, ' 

My fainting spirit raise ! 

I falter, flag in the great rhythm 
That thhnders up to bliss : 

I ^^remble, in this chime of worlds 
One little voice to miss. 

Hard, liard in Nature^s choral praise 

1 find my part to bear. 

Since one soft lute, her gentle voioe, 
Her laugh, I cannot hear. 

The sun may give his golden shout, 
Her silver song the moon. 

And brook and bird dhime in ; but I 
Am jangled, out of tune. 


17 

It WM to others that she Efioke 
Kindly in words. To me 
The lavish sflence of her look 
Reserved its oratory. 

For oft'&om casual speech I felt 
The glory of her gaae, 
Sidelong with starry secs^edes, ' 
My beating heart amaae $ 
SI . 





SONGS OP LOVE AND DEATH 
. ♦ 

How crft, to greet me, send a ray 

Prom those dark depths, my heaven, 
MilUoaed with thou^t-fires to my loc^ 
Sweet ansivfffs hath she given. 

# 

Now she is gone, firom heaven itself 
The angels of her eyes 
Visit my heart’s vexed loneliness # 
With comforting replies. 


IS 

My dipping flower, my Maloti, 

Your dear head bang not so I 
You wither on the stem, alas ! 

But tell me, then, your woe. 

I 

You gaae upon ms speechless, dumb. 

The sorrow that constriots 
Your throat no utterance givM, to tell 
What 'tis your heart aifticsts. 

It is that old hyBterhi>*8 ail, 

The oost that woman pays 
To brtaig forth ohildrmi. Wi^ your n4ht 
You have'incieased the days* 

Okwtn, sileiioe I Is it thus He needs ^ 
Your motheihood sublime, 

ItTith your tnrth-throes end agony 
To n^^stoih failing time t 



IMMOBTAJL EVE 

19 • 

Look, aa some l<Hig-lo8t glorious star 
Wram where it sinks to aighit 

Shoots a fax'travelled ^lendid ray. 

The afber-age to light ; * 

So through the wreck of beauty gone 
Your farigjb.t lodk oomes to me ; 

Surviving angels, your dear e 3 res. 

Still illumine memory. 

How can the glory that wras you 
StiU light my soul, a sun, ■ ' 

And you, the glory-shooter, you. 
Whelm’d, sunk in oblivion ? 

its splendour was ike star. Your soul. 
The real of* you, survives. 

Homes to the ^irit ; ray on ray 
For ever still arrives. 


20 

” What is that vast eternity 
In your dtar eyes begun t” 

I asked, she answmed, “ ”118 to see 
From €h}d’s ride of the sun?” 

** And our sad wmid It is tbe same 

Eternity, but seen 

Throng a glass dimly-tamiriied, flariied 
A duller gold and green.'* 
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CAU the beui^tifiCf lM*ight» 

Sheen proepeot (sorrow move ,?** 
We see the whole world in the light 
Of pity and of love.** 

A hero now I see you, dear ; 

Ktiow what our last Kfe meant ; 
With larger eyes eoxnpassiouate 
1 see, and am content. 



ORPHIC MySTERlES 

Bongs of the JPain^ Passion ixnd My^ry of Dmaih 




ORPHIC MYSTERIES 


Can It Be ? 

I mind me how her smfle waa sweet 
And how her look wa« gay. 

O, rile was lau^ter, joy oomp4ete ! 
And^oan she now be day 1 

I see the roses on her grave, 

They make my sad heart bleed. 
I see the dmries riiine like stars. 

9 

And is she earth indeed ? 

All lovely things v^th beauty are. 
And just deeds shine as just. 
And faith and truth and duty are. 
And is she only dust ? 

The great sky keeps its solemn bine 
Fresh earth is wildly fair. 

Can aU things be, and I and you,— 
She nothing, she nowhere ? 
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The Bider <m ^ WhiU Hbr«e 

How did I lose you, swset ? 

I hardly Icnow. 

Rou|^ tile storm did beat, 

'Wild winds did blow. 

I with my loving am 
Folded you safe &om ham, 

C3oaked from the weather. 

How ooaM yonr dear foot drag ? 

Or did my oourage s$g ? 

Hefvy our way did lag, 

Pacing together. 

I loidced in yonr eyes afraid. 

Pale, pale, my dei^r ! 

The stones hurt yon, I said, 

To hide my fear. 

You smiled up in my faoe. 

You smothered every trace 
Of pain and langnw. 

Fmidly my hand you took. 

But all your feul fom shook ; 

And the wild stofm it stauok 
At us in fiiger. 

The wild beast woke anew ; 

C9oad.y you clung to me. 

Whiter aai whiter grew 

Your ohedk and hung to me. 
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]>rooping and faint jon laid » 
Upon my breaat your head, — 
Footsore and laggard. 

Look up, dear Ipve, 1 cried : 

But my heart almost <had, ' 
As you looked up and sqj^ed, — 
Dead-weary, staggered. 


There came a rider by ; 

Gentle his look. 

I shuddered, for his eye 
I could not brook. 
Muiiled and clmked he rode. 
And a white horse bestrode 
With noiseless gaUop. 
His hat was mystery. 

His cloak was history ; 
Pluto*a consistory 

Or Charon’s shallop 


Could not the dusky hue 
Of his robe match, 

His face was hard to view. 

His tone to catch. 

** She is sick, tired. Your load, 
A few miles of the road. 

Give me to weatiber.” ‘ 
He took as ^twere a corse 
H«w fainiang form p^oroe. 

In tile rain rider, horse, , 
Vanudied togetiiar. 

W 





SONQ8 OF LOVE AND DEATH 

Ooine back, dbar lov«, «5ibe badt ! 

Hoarsely I ery ; 

After rider blaek 

I peer and si^ t ■ 

After that pluratom sle^ 

1 strain with anidenti heed,' 

Hearttnok and lonely. 

Into the storm I peer 

Throng wet woods moaning drear. 

Only the wind I hear. 

The raih see only. 
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2’Ae Dewdrop . 

iri the bliiss, they say, of the love that laves the skies and 
ocean and earth, ^ • 

All things hasten to lose, they say, the grieving ripple of 
birth. 

Why, then, ah ! ^do 1 tremble atid pale at the thought of 
thee, O Death, . 

And shivering, stand to take my plunge in that infinite 
sea of brealAi % \ 

There are the lost joys of my life, far sunk beyond rave 
and ftet ; 

There are the souls of dreams unilowered, and the roses 
of regret. 

There is the sunken dreadful gold of the once that might 
have been. 

Shipwrecked memory anchors ther^i and my dead leaves 
there are green. . , 

Why in the merge of all with all by a plunge recoverable. 

Desperate diver shudder I from all pearls in one shell ; 

For there more precious thmi all things lost is the one 
that I let fall, * 

One heart brimful of love for me, hm* love that encasketed 
all. 

Dear, like a trembling drop of dew I held thee in my hand ; 

How of a sudden could I so spiU Sa to lose it In infinite 
sand, 

Fresh <m the rose-rpetal of hfe^ with its fragrance through 
and through 

Drmching my heart I Z held theg kmg, thou trembling 
drop of dew. 
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SON08 OS' liOVE AND DEATH 

As T stood sadly s«&U7e of thee, as happy 1 k>oked my 

. fiU, 

Thou from that rosopetal didst glide and vanish in salt 
sea rill. ^ 

Now by the infinite shore X roam, the bliss that all things 
laves; 

Down-bent, weeping, 1 seek for thee by a mournful 
muMc of waves, < 

Deaf to the grandeur and the roar that hath washed 
thee away frcun mo ; 

In the streaming sands and my own salt tears 1 wildly 
look to thee. 

Thou with the freshness and'the foam art glorying borne 
away; 

I mid wreck and driftwood grope and dally with all 
dismay. 

Come back, tremulous heart,” I sob, heart's bliss, 
come back/’ I cry. 

Only the solemn ecstasy of waters makes reply. 



OEFUIGMYSTEBIES 


A Vision of Death and Sleep 

O’er her death-bed * ^ • 

With sobs I hung, 

Wild, idle sobs, and in my lonely pain 
Kiss’d the dead faoe again and yet again, 

And to the cold form passionately clung 
Weeping. 

With peaceful head 
She on her pillow, 

As past this ahgry biUow, 

Life’s rude tumultuous rocking, in some bay 
Anchored, some far enchanted haven, lay . 
Sleeping. 

Wild, idle tears 
I shed to know 

That she was gone for ever past my hail. 

That was the glint of her departing sail, 

That peace ineffable. I long’d to go 
Thither : 

For, past all fears 
And shocks of sorrow, 

In the eternal morrow 
Her drifting bark had anchored. I left l<ni6 
On life’s rude sea longed for thatwmrld unknown— 
Whither ? 

As thus 1 wept, 

And watched in awci 
Rapt with the beauty of thiit angel strand 



fcWNQfi OF lOVE AND DEATH 

Wiwre 1 wm aure W aoul had driven aJaud 
The ocatatio, white, still, face *twas then I saw. 
Weeping, 

How toward me atept 
• Two fmna of ^bqr, 

Pilots of our brief story. 

Who lull and bonvoy nature. Qently they 
Came, where ih laanoe marmoreal she \ay 
Sleeping. 

Sleep o’er her head 
Death at her feet 

Silent and shadowy stood. 1 knew thmn come 
To carry what 1 loved to its last home, — ^ 

Her body, that fauniliar fmm too sweet. 

Lover,” 

Sleep pitying said, 

'' Take thy last kisses 
Of her. Alas, what Idiss is 
To thee that senseless relic ? Pilots we 
Of nature, come to waft mortality 
Over.” 

O'er the dear clay 
We^nng 1 hung : * 

To me each atom of her earih and life 
Smdt not ci death Sut bloasomed memory^rife 
Old smiles, love, Idsaes, tears. To it I dung 
Weeping. 

, ** Take not awayi 
^ Angela of 

J^BOmmotimransadce^ , 

U 



ORPHIC MYSTERIES 

Where dwell such trader meftiories. Spare her, 
DeatJi ! 

Leare her a lovely mummy void of breath. 
Sleeping/" 

“ Vainly thou prayest. 

Made blind with pain,’* 

Death answered. Each dear partide, each mote 
That once made up her sweetness, wouldst thou dote 
So fondly on, to Imve with thee remain 
Eternal! 

* They my us h|i8te > ^ 

To ship them. Weeper, 

We waited have thy sleeper 
To bliss. That is not she. Across the river, 

Time’s wintry stream, she breathes and flowers 
for ever 

Vernal ! • 


Dissever then 
Thy arms from dust 

That race was proud to sheathe her,> be the drdss, 
Orgra and tool of so much loveliness ; 

Great nature back demands her loan. ^ Be just, 
Not crazy 

With grief and pain. * ^ 

We come to carry 
What was her dear flesh, mairy 
Anew in lifers great frament ; to compose 
lEnowers on her grave triutn^hfnt, kingrap; rose, 
Daisy,” 
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Wi^ » %ikl cry 
I ohifigto ho: — 
that dreadiyi jatauntalh^ 

Spared of the warm, teinrestrial, trivial ahe, — 

All that had laughed, aaniled, wept, made lovely stir. 
Anguirii ! 

One fciMto fee 

Wage, take farewril for ever^ 

From riiat ! All sweet links aevm> 

With the dear past ! So ouitty ker dismiss ! 

J never could rim sorrow o£ that kiss 
Vanquirii ! 

Ik 

. Death stooped and Sleep 
Over hear now ; 

Stooped as to lift her. Yet they lingered still ; 

InexoraUy gentle to fulfil 

Their funotioos, grief they did awhile allow, 

“ Mortal,” 

In my ear deep 

Death murmured, ” Bender 

To pass, earth, flowmrs what’s tender, 

SWeet, saored, hut loot ebo. Her soul by tins 
Hath sealed the ramparts riiat the walls of bliss 
Portal.” 

” Take me too, Death, 

Take me,” I cried. 

Throtti^ Mb dark wings I breathed that fiowery place. 
The rapt M^lrrian peaoe of Imr sriQ £see 
Sani^ to asy, ” Opnae. *Tis sweet hme. To my side 
Hither r 
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“ Nay !” His cold breath* 

Chilled and made me shudder. 

** Thy 3ret distressful radder 
Must unaooompanied cut life's sea alone. 

Thou art not ripe to reach that worM*un)mowii 
Whither. 

Above her grave 
A little while 

Weep if thou wilt, where soon the rose shall laugh# 
Oxlips triumphant write her cenotaph. 

But her poor earth delay not in exile. 

Suffer 

Lilies to have 
Birth from her beauty. 

The marguerites tall do duty ^ 

O’er that still mound. There weep. Thy fond 
regrets. 

Tears, memories, to the dreaming violets 

Pioffer.” 

*• 

The dear still feet, 

As thus he spoke. 

Death lifted. Of his mighty wings (no error 
Fools us to fear), the outspread shadowy terror 
1 felt, the strength. And my heart almost broke 
Weeping. 

All that was sweet, * 

Past precious to me, 

Death on his pinions gloomy 
On argent plumes Sleep took. My soul sank dead. 
Genidy he lifted her still peaceful head 
Sleeping. 
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Mormiiriiig he stooped 
So sweet,.ao soft. 

Toward me, the <diairm of his wca'ld-lulling voice 
Drugged for a.mcnneiit agony ! “ Rejmoe : 

T%y love to vMt thee shall I bring oft. 

Only 

Despair not, drooped 
O’er dead earth. She, her sweetness 
Divine on my wings’ fleetness 
Miall oome to thee.” He spoke, and with a shivm> 
On silver wings was flown, 1 left for ever 
Lonely ! 
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It Cannot Be 

It oannot be 
Bose^ violet, lily, 

Their crushed life should retain, — 
Flowers that Recall thy sweetness be ensouled. 
And thou distil to nothing, thou not hold 
Still, through all change, in fee 
Inalienable thy being^s tenancy ; 

Not, thrgugh the crush of e^ence, phial again. 


Impossible ! 

This hollow empty shell, — 

How like thy soft, small ear ! 

Can it the wide sea’s wh\j9per, wash and foam, 
Ocean’s vast life, remember, dimly home ? 

Nor thou, dear love, as well 
Whorl’d in whatever spiral house sense dwell, 
Our past life’s haimting music still not hear ? 


My frailer eye. 

Dim window, can it spy • 

Through each wet streaming* pane 
This bluir» life’s stormy landscape? and can thine 
From the derestory of the life divine « 

Not, though embayed so high, 

CSatch prospect of my sorrow, ibemory 
To think of those pure dtamonds well may staiiu 
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Oh, can a star, 

Moonrise or dawn aSax, 

In this dark hot of day 
Chink crevices of glory, that Iwight world 
'Where thou with truth eternal art npfiirled t 
Nor thou, dear love, the bar 
Beat through of utter beauty, tilings tiiat are. 
To reach bark to tiie glimmerings of our day t 


Thee to suggest 
iSudl memory take such zest, 

Almost thy vacant couch 
Remoulds thee to my vision, or the stair 
Gives me tihy shape familiar, ihy soft air f 
And thou, dear love, not dressed 
Pure substance, thy perfection, at heavmi’s best 
Stream tfanragh the old sweet memory, bright avouch ? 


Yes, through my earth 
I fed tiie shadowy birth 
In at eadi spuitual sense 
Struggle thy new beauty ; in surinise 
Bed at a hint of those now ax^ eyea; 

And tor thy .smile, in deartii 
Of sweetness so tmosoendient of its wurth. 
To be dehvered, yearn witii pain inteese. 
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* 


Heavetdy Sorrow 

% 

Sorrow, heavenly sorrow ! 

Wake thou in my breast. 

It is to rouse thee with the cold grey morrow. 
Melancholy, thou springst in the east. 


Dawn with secret tremble, 

• When first pale the skies, 

Joy’s ancient, still, sweet birth must needs disssemble. 
To wake thee, and with thee to sympathise. 


Day, her glorious burden. 

Day, earth’s joy, she lingers. 

Thee awfully with sad pale smile to guerdon. 

Thee, heavenly sorrow, touch with brightening fingers. 


Thoa on my heart sleeping. 

Rude unrestful pillow, 

Rodr’d on that dreamless wave, in wells of weeping 
IMdst drench and steep thee, like a drooping willow. 


Over my heart drooping 
All night without stir. 

Thou in those mouniful depths With stars wast stooping 
Down, with all heaven ; for but the dream of h^. 
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I 

There the wild aweet folly 
IMdat thou, tiie aad zest. 

Shake o( thy holy paasiim, Jidanoholy, 

To ^at thee oa the* shadowy soft feast. 


AU night not a dimmer 

In those waters black I * 

Now pates the cold dawn’s wotld*awaking shimmer 
It shiTers tiurough my heart’s wave ; oh, awake t 


Bdose from stagnant languish ! 

Dawn with Memory 

Steals diill to pieroe thee into heavenlier anguish, 
Whmi wdls Hie old wound up, to bleed in me, 


When to waked eyes slowly 
SofUy dreadful mom 

Lets blossom to her dead dear memory wholly 
The desolation of its rose forlorn. 



ORPHIC MSrSTBRIfiS 


The. Lonely R€>cLd 


For your blithe step I sigh 

Oone on. the road, before me ; 

For your warm hand I cry 

On fife's path rough and stormy. 
'Tis weary in wind and rain» 

Trudging the open plain^ 
Moorland and heather ; 

*Tis hard against blasts to beat 
I^onely without you^ sweet ; 

N’o more together \ 

Under one cloak with me, 

love's warm doak under. 

With you I recked, for glee. 

Rain-shower nor thunder* 

Reft of your warmth I press 
My wrap of loneliness 
Shivering round me : 

Dead leaves come pattering down 
On the bleak way ; all alone 
W’inter has found me. 

Ti • 

Hionely of you, my darling. 

That heart chill, to hear no more 
ITour voice like music’s oar^ 

Waft on its tones apart 
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To fairy lands heart. 

*TiB as life’s road had in it 

^ow not a warbling linnet, 

TThrosife, or starling. 

€‘ 

You, of songobirds the sweetest. 

Filled the thickets with sii^ng. 
And stOl the sweet notes ringing 
As every mom^it back 
Would bring the voice I lack. 

Sweet notes f of all sounds now 
The moumfhUest that thou, 

SSoho, repeatest. 

The world to silence hollow 
Smpty of you is grown, 

%noe the silver is flown 

Of your feeah voiee. Yet all 
Of you is musical. 

Is it only fanoy *s ear 
Catches tbe sound t I hectr 
And long to fcdlow. 
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JPacc, <o Memory Clear 

Face, to memoi^ clear, ^ 

That comes to thieve me 
Into the fancy dear 

’Tis your lost eyes I see 
Shining once more on me, — 

Your very lips I sight 
Smiling the old delight ! 

Dead face, in memory fair, 
•'With the old .brow, the old hair 
Triumphant ; can you be, 
Sweet shadowy witchery I 
Only a thing of air 
Come to deceive me ? 

Only an image vain. 

Wrought as a balfn for pain. 
Mirrored upon the brain. 

Only to mock my sense 

With shadowy, intense. 

Thirst, rapture, th^ to fade 
How like an empty shade ! 
Then in the present cold, 

Heartbrokm, lonely and old. 
Leave me ? 

Wheth^, O fode dii^ne, * 

A lovely jA^ntcHn lioly. 

Out my bram you shine, 

A mind'iiuMle tyng^ocnnplete, 
CHi, but the oreatoieisiveeit 
10 $ 
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■ Of ’my heiM, of my own 
Self-pleasing fiuu^ l<me, — 

Or wfaetber to the wand. 

Sacred c^^t, cS fond 

Goanpelliivs thonghte you come,— 
Beal, yourself respond 
1b melancholy 

Sad ardent longings, oh, 

Be not an empty show. 

Only to come and go ! 

Beautiful lips apinoadi 
And heal me with a touch ! 

Give but the old street kiss, 
Cheat with remembered bliss 
My folly ! 
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The Eternal Infant 

Lord of the lovely pageatiti^ 

Maker of night and day^ 

Is this a theme for glory. 

To give and take away ? 

• 

1 am no thankless ingrate, 

{□ndler of my life’s flame ! 

I own thee king of boimty, 

• Thy lavish gifts acclaim. 

For thy fair heavens I thank thee. 
And thank for thy fresh earth* 

1 brim with grateful praises 
For thy swift gift of birth: 

0 

To leave thy blissful bosom 
’Tie rich amends to be ; 

Thy pageant show of seasons 
And days and nights to see. 

Awaking from soft slumber 

T&e rare rich things I dreamed, 

The rose and the camat|pii. 

To have upon me streamed. 

Now better were the silence, 

The peace divine and deep, 

In dream and tranoM viskm 
Upon thy breast to steep I 
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1 had not left slumber 
Upon thy cradling breast^ 

Hadst thou in dreams not shown me 
One fllow6]p beyond the rest. 

More sweet than the carnation, 

More rich than rose to me. 

The flower that gems creation, 

Thy flower called Emily. 

From her rare sight awaking, 

1 fretted for the boon. 

Life and that flower resplendent ; 

1 cried to have my moon. 

My flower with life thou gavest. 

Fcht her love’s sake ’twas sweet, 
Thy earth, the rain, the roses ; 

She made thy gifts complete. 

A puppet show of glory, 

These were but painted toys. 
The princess of the story 

She queened my heart and joys. 

Together we crowed over 

The show, we laughed in chime, 
But now it tires^and dazzles, 

> Thy lovely pantomime. 

1 '^t with drowsy eydids 
To hear thy lullaby, 

Upcm l^y eradUng bosom 
To sleep again 1 ai|^« 

10 $ 



OBPHid MYSTERIES 


A babe, no man of patienoe, * 
1 were an hypocrite 
To say He gives. He taketh 
And all He does is right. 

O master of the pageant, 

Maker of night and day. 
Is this a theme for glory, — 

To give and take away ? 
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The WmA in the Trees. 

At the window 1 lean, 

And my heart is a mist. 

’Tis a whispwiDg scene. 

Where ail was whist 1 

Whist and still was the garden ; bnt now a breeze 
Takes the ^ree>tops all, the whispering teees ; 

Makes of verdure music and shakes dead ulenoe to lile, — 
O sUoaoe that tombs at my heart, without hope, without 
strife ! 

.J^g^iing, the stair 

I slowly descend. 

Slaayed pUgrims so fare 

Who roam without end. 

I>own the ghostly staircase, aiiere her lost tread 
Haunts my heart with the music of days that are dead. 
My own step daunts me with echoes down through the 
gloom, — 

O echoing duric at my heart that ariies with her empty 
room ! 

Out in the garden. 

Where flowers seem andas, 

I hear it righ '* pcudon ” 

To be what it is. 

Swaying, the branjqhes above me seem one long ri^. 

O tremuloas wash sound that pauses to die. 

They have eased th^ sad Imarts out on Hie sw^ of the 
.l»eeze> 

O itemidings of deep«drawn cnghs that hurt and never 
give ease. 
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Sighing, I wonder 

Up at green leaves^ 

To see them grow fonder 

With the gust ihat bereaves 

On the very breeze that shakos theih, which ore it is 
done 

Robs their lovely thousands, and one by one 

Makes them whirl to the ground in yellowing sheaves, — 

O gust at whose dance my heart in a passion of mystery 
grieves. 

Whence has it blown, 

• Invisible death, ^ 

From the blue unknown ? 

It is life, it is breath 

Unto them ; for the whole bough quivering blows one 
way. 

Rippling ecstasy takes to dance with the gay. 

Unseen freshness, that whirls the drooping foliage, 
awake, — 

O whirl at my own sad heart that asks to be still and 
break ! 


Ill 
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Lines 

X ait by the bearthfire lonely, 
l%e vacant annohair by. 

And think of the sweet days only 
When she who is gone was nigh. 

Ihe flame in the dying embers 
nidters with diadowy fall. 

And tile senseleBS wood remembers 
And glows memorial. 

You know what memory’s charm is. 
Shining mahogany back I 
For your stillness softly warm is 
With the one thing that X lack. 

And my heart from dying ashes 
Saddmly flickers aflame 
To the glory that abatiies 

And the hope without a name. 

Vividly but for a moment 
The air with her is sweet, ' 
Amoss Time’s angry comment 
Her eyes and my eyes meet. 

Her (fld gaae shining tmidm, 

Ihat loving look, I see 
Xtepcoaeh metwitii soft 8{deodoar 
'Diat X should lonefy be. 
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That sweet gaze spiritual ^ 

Fades on my deep desire, 

Only a moment’s fhel 

Kindles to my aoul’s fire. 

The wind without is weeping. 

Of the churchyard it tells, 

Where the daisies are creeping 

And the mute earth mournful swells. 

The wind in the pine is solemn, 

Its great boughs sigh and groan, r* 
The pine-tree like g, ciplumn 
Upcm the hUlside lone. 

In a patter come the diowers ; 

Mournfully beats tiie rain ; 

The landscape Uurring, the flowers, 

It streams on ^e window pmm. 

I sit byVxe heartbfire lonely. 

Her vacant arm*ohatr by, 

And tbiak of the sweet days cmly 
When she sat smiling by. 




m 
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Lilies 

Ah, why so solenm, MMnory ? 

Her saored aahes take, 

And of adcffing sighs and tears 
A holy ikon make : 

My dead love, as she living were ; 

Her breath, her bloom give back, 
And with her laughter lily*olear 
Appease the lorn world's lack. 

Not as through tears I see it shine, 
Her beauty back to me 
Transfigured, distant, half divine, 
Give, weeping Memory, 


No, but li&t old self, laughter^rife, 
Arch, mocking, bring me clear 1 
Stab, sting me with her earthly life, 
The wayward sweet of her ! 
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TAe Afterglow 

She is here 1” to my wild heapt I murmur : 
I repeat, ** It ie she, it is she I*’ 

But my wild heart, growing no firmer, 

Sighs sadly, It cannot be t’* 

• 

0 my heart, my wild heart, I answer, 

Thy doubtings to certainty hush. 

How else should that beautiful dancer, 
diope, through rxff arteries rush 1 

Oould’st thou in my bosom be beating 
So wildly, if she were not nigh ? 

But my heart kept thicMy repeating 
“ Tis but a sweet buttery.” 

• 

She is here I It is she !” in a whisper 
I nudge my wild heart to say. 

The leaves announce her and lisp her, 

And the fiowers by their stillness betray. 

The lily is white with its wonder ; 

Wild rWours the roses apprise. 

The doves, they have seen and grow fonder. 
Wild heart, believe and liave eyes ! 

The doves in the tree-tops are cooing j 
Abuzz in the lime are the bees. 

They are wild her sweet £zce« to be wooing. 
What ails thee to doubt mid to freeze > 
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Awako to eadi Jovlty {nilaatiaa 

Of wings, Got amtMaaadm. ooine 
To liraaM her step ’ti»«ltiNon, 

’Tis Faptote,,wh«ra was now dumb. 


Rose, eanna and liiac, eadi warden 
She left of her memory here, 

They know u^en she walks in her gardim. 
What ails lAee to doubt she is here ? 


last not to the whispermg teeascm, — 
Niagivings that make thee to start. 

Lo(dc not throng the odd eyes d reasem 
Through thy wild eyes looh, O my heart. 


£a<h pulae>beat thou givest to fancy 
Shall ope for thee hundreds of eyes. 

To look with the rose and the panqr. 

Her unseen ^esenoe Bur^^iBe. 

Can aJl nature have sight to bdidd her f 
Can the air yearn after and feel. 

Nor love, faith, courage be bdder 
With kemier aecse to reveal t 

t 

See, hath h«r katera Bushed thee,! 

And Mcffluny hers, hrom hehtad, 

Jike k studhig, is Biniling beaide thee 
’ She.ttRidiea tibw, heart, .^thonb&idt 
Alt 
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Thy candle of fantasy give me t * 

Oh, me the lamplight of dream 1 

Her sweet face, her flgnre, believe me, 

Heart, my heart, on thy wihi pyes shaU stream. 

« 

« 

She is here. She but waits for our greetmg. 

Oh, strain to clasp her through air t 
Why wildly,,iny heart, art thou beating 
With the hope that oonsumes despair ? 
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Lines 

Though I in tiie shadow still. 

And you be in tiie *nn, 

Sutttkring divoroe the more endears ; 
Divisum nisAes us <nie. 

IVmn out the sunshine and the breeae 
She to my heart teidies, 

Sitont loye>letters wafting me 
On wings of buttnflies. 

Across death’s bar infrangible 
Up<m my cheek I feel 
Her kiss with touch intangible 
All ache of severwce heal. 


The wild bnese.but her lau|^ter is 
Tb me, her look ^e star ; 
Roses her l»eathing,->-fmd can dm, 
Soul my soul, be far ! 


m 
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The YeUow Butterfly 

Of all visitanta, 1 love • 

That darling huttorfly, 

Whose wings are to Hie eomfield’s wave 

A hovering reply, 

• 

Yellow as danoing wheat-ears ripe 
He suns with his gay youth, 

And feeds me with the gold of light, 

The thrice- tri^ o£ ttnih. 

When, glooming back upon mjrself, 

The garden path I pace, 

He comes and makes my gladdened eyes 
The dial to his grace. 

• 

Unfailing omen, punctual sign ! 

No sooner am 1 out. 

He hovers by on golden wings 
To chase the grey of doubt. 

All melancholy thoughts to thresh, 
Winnow the blissful grain 
Of immortality, and sift 

From mortal fear and paln^ 

Day after day the marvel grows ; 

Ever his gladsome mom 
Shines down Hie blaokn^ oi my gdef 
With g^Hng wings of acorn,. 
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Nov &Kna tiio 'sreeper’s haw&ey 
Nov o’nr the gaxden vafl ; 

Fttmi plaoM, or i^nte first 

Tho vonii«r did befiRll* 

O 

In that lov bed c^ooxoomb fiovere 
Beneath her vindov-aifl. 

Her ohamber-vindov, wh«o he verms 
Honoemvd my spirit still ; 

Or {tomb<<lovn from tiie soaring roof 
He to my avfid eye 

His radiant message' aa^^ me 
From aznre depths of sky. 

I cannot vith imgratefiil heart 
Fed God’s fair vorW a blank. 

Straight f<v ihe sonny thought of her 
His ydlov vings I thank. 

I cannot still, her dght to vant, 

W«^ like a. thvarted boy. 

(ky ontriiditt but vith darting gold 
He chides me brndc to joy. 

The stapcv of the mitade 
Ever reneved, the foar, 

Iloae in (harmed tranqalfiily. 

\ For dm, my saint, is here. 

Who vorin it f No dead relio sveet ' 
Of her^ my lifiQg saint, 

Ferfiwt Heifooik the doll of thonght 
Or fiagyh power pa^ ’ 
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Whole from her sufferiiig martyrdom 
She is arisen. No tomjb 
Could hold her, no far blissful heaven 
Allure. Her heaven is home. 

No plaoe more holy than these walks, 
This garden, where the flowers 
Swing oensers breathing up to Gk)d, 

This house a Book of Hours, 

No room but memory’s sacred hand, 

• Gilded, illuminate^ 

Paints how she suffered, loved and died,- 
The legend of her fate. 

In heaven she is ; beautitude 
To her ; her loved ones still, 

So loving she, here, here, enskyed 
To guard. It is God’s will. 

Here in the old sweet home where, still 
A guardian spirit, she 
Heals, comforts, counsels, and performs 
Her angel ministry. 


m 
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BvMerfiy and Honey-Bee 

i 

Who pamted thy wings for a vision, a pageant of summer, 
Butterfly gay ? 

Who made thee, thou hovering silence for ever at play ? 

The bee, that dainty hummer, ^ 

Sings at his trade, his task, in the blossoms of May. 

Sober in yellow and balck, a labourer surly. 

His song is earnest to mind us of winter’s dark day, — 
Never a moment to lose, but late and early 

Hotfey to make, live sweetness, is all his care. 
But thou that effortless floatest on Zephyr’s commotion, 
Butterfly fair, 

Who made thee to paint our eyes with the music of motion, 
Idle, disdainfully gorgeous, a pageant of air 1 


He who the labouring bee made social and busy, 

Butterfly bright ! 

Made thee a show and a picture in toil’s despite. 

Thou of the wing’s back dizzy 
Xjovely dancer, makest thy scorn and dejlight, 

From flower to shaken flower thou quivering feedest. 
With warmth art drunken, with sunshine, this glory of li^t. 
Thou of dark days n5 forethought takest, nought heedest, 
Save for honey to rock the jonquil, the harebell tease, 
Who made thee in sorrow’s derision a pulse-beat of pleasure. 
Flower of the breeze ? 

To flaimt thy beauty and float, all pastime, all leisure^ 
As joy, thought, life were eternal and could not cease, 

m 
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All, ho vn»ks for l^e hive, a miirmAring nation, 

The grave honey-bee, ^ 

Earnest, absorbed and tasked and sombre is he. 

The straight line without elation, 

Humming he goes from wallflower to peony ; • 

Honey he makes for others, his life is duty. 

But thou, what secret of joy that buoyancy free 
Gave, that recktiess disdain of all but beauty? 

Only thy mate in the blossoms to chase and to kiss ! 

Ah, it is love, it is love, that gives thee thy valiance 
Of fluttering bliss. 

Ever to ride the sunshine J-^riumphant in dalliance, 
Sorrow and death and winter forever to miss. 

He who made so solemn the sky and the mountains. 

All things that stand 

Founded and fixed everlasting, unspeakably grand, 

He who the fields, £:esh fountains 
Framed, and the haughty expanses of sea and land. 

He who the pensive night made, mystical, balmy, 

Steal down over earth and the silence spanned, 

Made in heaven the stars his inscrutable army 
Shining, the ancient stars, our ignorance wall, — 

He painted thy wings for a signboard, a festival vision, 
Butterfly small. 

To win and banquet our eyes ingsorrow’s derision. 
Showed in tiiy joy his secret, the key to it all. 

In joy, in joy he works ; and we, his creatuies, — 

Bee, buttmfiy, man, — ^ 

Share his brooding bliss in varying span; 

AH we, but features 
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Of the prime llove diviue, blazon his plan. 

Not without joy he gainers, the luscious recruiter, 

Honey ambrosial, yellow, "gainst winter’s ban : 
Not without love is be though sexless, a neuter, 

Nectar to hoard for others, the bec-hive’s slave. 

Such deep strength of duty, affection sober, 

Honey-bee brave, 

Prescient of faUing leaves and rainy October, 

Spark of his own world-love to these he gave. 

I, like the toiling bee, I too, a poet, 

From flower to flower, g, • 

Gather delicious honey, my thought’s rich dower, 

For time to show it ; 

Hive in the hearts of men ’gainst winter’s power ; 

To fe(Mi the world’s deep thoughts I ply my earnest 
Social labour. But, oh, like thee to tower 
Up on the blast unanxious, thou fire that burnest 
In love and gaiety up all dread of cold! 

Love and the moment are thine. Thou lover immortal, 
Butterfly bold ! 

Hast learnt to dream away through the ice*king’s portal, 
Hoaiirost and sleet and snow, in a brown shell rolled. 

Fearless a worm thou cam’st from the jnimal rapture, 
When Chaos, Night, 

Were not, fiwr God had spoken “ Let there be l%ht.” 

Thou, but a worm, did’st capture 
Then thy knowledge mysterbus and sovereign del%;ht; 
Winter fmd night tbod knewest to be for a season, 

N^t but andiors for thee thy argosy bright, 
Uoora thee till mom shall come. And winter hath reason 
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Gives thee a brooding-time in thy^ gold brown lair. 
There those wonderful 'sails in a djpeam thou weavest. 
Ship of the air. 

Provident thou of joy, such lightness thievest ^ 

To float upon breeze and distance^ disdainful of <?are. 

Never a fear thou knowest. Thy sister vessel. 
Gallant &nd fine. 

Is she not with thee ? 1 weep, Had I but mine !** 

My sighs to wrestle. 

Frigate of joy and beauty that mookest tear-shine, 
Tliou in a lovely swerve by ipe dost hover, 

Angel of His oompassion, His ship of the line, 

And thy far- winged hail dost fling me : “ Lover, 

Weep not ! She suoks the honey of endless joy 
On God's side of the sunshine, where life is laughter, — 
Thy heart upbuoy ! 

She sips in the rose of glory. Gome, follow after ; 
May, June, are there eternal and never can cloy,'^ 
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The Black StuaUow-tail Butterfly 

Beautiful dancer upon the wind of the life in thy flutter- 
« ingwingB, 

O mingle of breeze and sunlight, whose glancing gaiety 
sings 

Of the heavenly life, and my soul on the verge of invisible 
things ! 

Heavy but now I wandered my garden of melancholy. 

Sad as a clod was my heart and meaningless, trivial, a 
folly . * 

Past HpeiCSing, earth and sky and water and winds at 
volley ; 

Left lonely of thee, the light of the air, with thy presence 
unillumed, 

Cold was the sunlight’s glory, as dawn had perished 
unbloomcd : 

A mournful pall was the day and all things in darkness 
entombed. 

Mute of thy voice an echo, an echo despairing and hollow. 

Sound but seemed in thy tones, thou life of music to 
follow, 

Beauty, whose warm sun thou wast, had after thee gone 
like a swallow. 

♦ 

Dead waa the beaufafol shiver of leaves, and the lovely 
swaying of flowers ; 

Deadi without pride man’s beauty, his motion, tiie some* 
thing that towers. 

like a dead leaf I drifted, a dream in the notmtide hours. 
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She has taken with her the rustle, the movement and 
the shimmer, I 

The glide and the dart of birds and the woodland’s dusking 
glimmer ; * • 

Life was the ripple of her ; the fire in things turns dimmer. 


For she was the* charm and the mystery, the magic of it 
all, 

Earth’s secret soul of delight : She is gone beyond recall ! 
And autumn demurs to linger and wanes and crisps to 
the falf. » 


Only of her deserted, the sole thing left unwilling, 
Behind her I hesitate, some desolate fate fulfilling ; 

In the yellowing fall 1 linger and wait for the winter’s 
chilling. * 


When shall I go too, and be housed in thy ashes’ sym- 
pathy, 

With dust and silence entomb, this rusting anchor free. 
Wreck and sunder, descend to the blissful nothing of 
thee ? 


For nothing, I tliink, but slumber awaits us there, nor a 
vernal 

Visiting wind shall reach us ; a sleep, a silence eternal ; 
Sinoe nothing returns of thee, not a breath, not a hint 
supenial. 
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Oh> could aught, if £he soul survived, from my longiilg 
hold thee apart, 

To thy love’s visiting sweetness should I not suddenly 
« start. 

Leap to a ghost of thy grace and fold thee to my heart ? 

As thus I spoke despairing, a beautiful apparition 
Hovered and glanced in my path, a wing^ glory, a vision 
That mocked me on fluttering wings and held me up to 
derision. 


Large black wings, I knew them once, streaked white 
o’er the swallow-tail. 

Wings on the air’s wide ocean me, lonely voyager, hail. 

Whence and whither, O frigate of beauty crowded with 
sail ? 

Once or twice I have seen thee, a flash, for a moment 
hover 

On a gust of thy buoyant reserve, and ere my heart could 
recover 

That shock of enchanted surprise, the vision, the glory 
was over. 

But now before mo undismayed, as if something should 
restrain 

That diy proud fear of my presence to hover away in 
disdain, 

nuttering dose 1 saw thee, thou sail of the distance, 
remain. 
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Breathless I stood and fearfu’A in my wonder softly 
enchanted. ^ 

To and fro It fluttered to the flo\4$r-btiBh she had planted, 
The flower called King of Fragrance with her holy memory 
haunted. » ^ 


To and fro and back again ! The beautiful life of its 
wings 

Shook out my crumpled soul : wild thinkings, imaginings. 

Stirred delighted and conscious from a yearning black- 
ness of things. 

My spirit, wintering sadly in a brown despair of nature, 

Stirred in its dream of death, shook off its eyeless dis- 
feature, 

In a fluttering sympathy woke and danced with that 
beautiful creature. 


In and out of the branches green, then down it fluttered 
aswoon 

To sit on the fern Himalayan, outspread reposing ; but 
soon 

Held its large, black wings to the languid afternoon. 


That flfl. ii nt .itig plume of verdure^her own white hands had 
planted : 

There it sat, nor stirred. What magic wand had en- 
chanted 

The splendour on wings to sit where her holy memory 
haxinte.d ? 
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Ob^ could it know my (ark despair ^ as an angel of pity 
^ hare come, 

That glory of breeze and distance, with my keavy heart 
to home, , 

As a*bi6ss&d sign of her presence to lift the pall from the 
tomb ? 

Sombre and melancholy, yet fretted with silver, *tis 
sitting, 

One streak of hope, all else with my own black sorrow 
fitting, 

Upshut, scarce visible, not a st)r, not a dream of flitting. 

In a soft wonder hushed I stood — a trance, a stupor of 
awe. 

With my whole soul I was seeing, through the pores of 
my body I saw. 

And felt my frost-bound spirit to her sunny presence 
thaw. 


Life re-woke, stir, motion. An unforgettable sweetness 
Hovered and fluttered within to my pulses* newborn 
fleetnesB. 

Without me the world had winged from ^a trance of in- 


% 

For she, the oharm and the mystery, the magic of it all. 
Earth’s secret sonl of delight, Ae had toudhed the yellov- 
ingfall 

Witii rustle and movement and ahimmor ; she had come 
bade at a oaU : 
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Sound and aunahine and beauty at a touch, an admonition 
Had burst their chrysalis sleef| At that glory, that 
apparition. 

Life, the ripple of her, emerged, a newborn vision^ 


Vivid, immortal, airy, a wondrous vision on wings ! 
Elate and oumberless, the fire Uiat smouldered in things 
Burnt up with her froni ashes to be the silence that sings. 


The floating flower in the air that dances for ever vernal. 
All wings, a bodiless* flutter, the symbol of life eternal, 
A mingle of breeze and sunshine, glad Psyche, the winger 
supernal. 

Scarcely alighting ever from flower to shaken flower. 
On quivering wings she fetos ; or if she rests, for an hour 
Will sit in utter repose in the stirlessness of power. 


For she is the soul’s own sister : and life but a sweet 
emotion. 

Like her, a pulsing thought, through the bflss of things, 
the ocean,* * 

Hovers, of being and beauty, ^or quiverless rests from 
motion. 


You, too, rest, O my dead love^ upon wings immortal 
alit 

Here m the old sweet garden that was our life, to sit 
Invisible, fcflded up ; you cannot and wfll not flit 
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\Till the breeze that is Qod and morning awake us to soar 
* together ^ 

Through other gardens of unknown time and God’s 
etenj^al weather. 

Since life is the sours vast voyage and death but a 
moment’s tether. 


Unalighting, lost in repose, the glorious worlds that 
roll,— 

Each and all 1 saw in a flash to a wing&d thing ensoul 
Our earth, too, a mothlike creatuso that hovers on either 
pole. 
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April 


April delicious 

Young, sunny maiden, 

Arch, gusty, capricious. 

With fresh flowers laden. 

After dead winter long 
Thrill us with sweet bl^-song, 

After dry March’s drought, 

Blow from thy rainy mouth I 
Hasten to^kiss us 
With the fresh daffodil 

Through and through golden t 
On green bank, by every rill 
Pale cowslips embolden, 

And white narcissus 
Make o’er his dreaming x>ool 
His wan face beautiful 
Hang like a lover. 

Set for the honey-bees 
Budding anemonies 
And pink white clover. 

Now on the greening leas 
Hasten, oh hasten up. 

In yellow companies 

The laughing buttercup, 

And to the meadow-pomp 

Lure, lure the children out. 

In mad crowds with merry shout 
To pull them, dance, and romp 
By their glad nurses. 
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And fresh green sights to woo. 

Thy lovely face to view 
Lure, lure the poet to« , 

Humming his verses ! 

I vijl not praise thee, April, if thou spare 

Of all thy stormy freshness, one slant shower 
To take the grey east from the shrinking air 
And slake the wind-choked miserable parch 
Of a bleak world that trembles out of March. 

I will sing of thee unless thou flower 
Millions of daisies, hour by sunlit hour, 

To jewel the simple grass out of the skies 

With less cold, nearer stars, ' and make earth paradise. 

Oh to be flowery. 

Dripping and balmy, 

Call up the showery 
White clouds, an army ! 

Shallow and freshet flush 
Green as the grasses lush ; 

By shady soft degrees 
Thicken the leafy trees 

To roach out dreamily 
Wall and lane over. 

Till in fresh groves are heard, 

In the green clover, 

Warbling their lays each bird 
Over and over. 

Curd wild brooks creamily ; 

Let not the bulrush lag, 

Quicken the flowering flag. 

Till in reeds stilly 
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Soon the wihi swan shall nes1| 

Preening his dazzling breast 
By the oped lily. 

Make listening eoho sweet 
By the full waterfall, 

Dimly and oft repeat 

The haunting cuokoo-call. 

With all flhat shady is 

Hasten to bower the land I 
Elm, oak, and tall beech grand 
Of dim isles that lady is 

Where gre^ess^hairhorer, 

And where a tall thin mist 
Rises, the green wheat whist, 

(hatters the crake ; make tryst 
Fond lass and lover I 
Haste, April, upon city streets to blow 

Thy purest, warmest breezes ; fly beneath 
The flower-girl’s rags, poor beggary’s basket stow 
With lordliest gold of daffodils aglow. 

I will not love thee, save with sighing breath 
On pale, worn cheeks thou waft reprieve of death. 
Cbme in a wash of fragrance, let sick eyes 
See leaves bud, bird-song hear through windowed 
pa^ise. 
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: Baby 

Baby dear I rad shall ure sever ? 

AH your own 

Motilier is, and yours alone. 

Faiber goes ; he cares not, he ; 

Oomes and now from other shores, 
Baby dear, your dmty 
Woos be and adores. 

Never heed him ! he was never 
Yours I 

My one bliss, and would you lonely 
Leave my heart, 

Thus from mother’s lap to part ? 
O what is it, charm of charms, 

Seek your lips incamadine. 
Stretching forth your little arms 
With that cry divine ? 
Enchantment ! oh, art thou not only 
Mine 1 

Fret not so, nor tear my raiment ; 
Heed not ihou, 

Softly thouf^ he flatters now. 
Woods nor whispers thinks ehe sweet, 
Mother, to thy vague munnurs : 
Men, the world, the roaring street 
Father, he prdTers, 

Hers you are, ’gainst every daimant 
Hers! 
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Leave him ! Not a Mss dese|ees he, 
Lonely here J 

To forsake us, baby dear} 

Toils and troubles, all the week? 

They possess him, toils like tares. 

For the rose of baby’s cheek 
Not a thought he cares. 

’’’Pis for tliem his heart preserves he 
I’heirs I 

Laughing, see, has baby known him ; 

* With small hagda, 

8ti*otching out, his beard demands. 
Oh, his flattery well I know. 

8weet he oomcs as April showers. 
Wait, poor prattler, he will go 
False as April flowers. 

No ! my joy, wo cannot own him 
Ours ! 

From his arms to keep you ? Never ! 
Baby dear. 

From his arms, your native sphere, 
Home^from labour oomes he tired. 

Ypu and I, his only bliss, 

Crown him, crown our kjng desired. 
To adore and kiss, • 

You and 1, his slaves forever — 

His! 
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A Lvllaby 

Hush, my darlings sleep again \ 

Sleep, there’s nothing here. 

Nothing is my babe can fear ; — 

Moonbeams, the still sleep, and I. 

All things hushing now refrain ; 

Not a cricket, not a mouse. 
Not a sound in all the house. 

What disturbs thoe thus to cry ? 

It is but a dream’s unrest. 

Little blossom, 

Hush thee, hush on mother’s breast, 
Mother’s bosom. 

Mark, the screech-owl, hooting near, 
Hark, his charm 1|Upply 
To my sleepy lullkby. 

All things woo to his soft nest, 

Baby, all themselves endear, 

Darkness waiting to beguile, 
Moonbeams seeking for his smile. 
Rest thee on thy cradle, rest, . 

Heaving softly, sweet and oft, 

Sunset locking 

^ This way, that way, goes the soft 
Cradle rocsking. 
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P<yj^, Beedi, and W\epin^ WWmo 

1 

Shapely poplar, shiverihg white, poplar like a maiden, 
Thinking, musing softly here, so light and so unladen 
That with every breath and stir, perpetually you gladden, 
Teach me your still secrecies of thought that never sadden. 


From the beavy-hearted eartibt, earth of grief and passion, 
Maiden, would you spring with me, and leave men’s 
lowly fashion. 

Skyward lift with me your thoughts in cumberless elation, 
Every leaf and every shoot a virgin aspiration. 


The blue day, the floating dduds, the stars shall you for palace 
Proffer their cathedral pomp, dawn her rosy chalice. 
Where the birds are, you shall throng and revel to be lonely 
In the blue of heaven to spire and sway with breezes 
only. — 


2 

Beech, of leafy iaiea the queen, bee^ of trees the lady, 
Sinn.r8ng to a towcT of slghs, in branches soft and le^iady, 
You that sunward lift 3 rour strength, to make of shadow 
duty. 

Teadb me, tree,, jrour heavenly heij^t, and ear^- 
remembwing beauiy. 
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^Maiden, would you 8oa|' like me, with day>upoloading 

B^mty into hounty jebange, bend down the eye tiiat 
Messes ; * 

Make frdin heaven a shelter cool, to shepherd and sheep 
silly 

Shadowing with shadiness, hot rose and fainting lily. 


Throngh your glorious heart of gloom, the noonday wind 
awaking 

In an ecstasy shall set swaying, blowing, shaking ; 
Leafy brauehes, in their nests set the sweet birds rocking 
Till their happy song break out, the noonday ardour 
mocking. 


Willow sweet, willow sad, willow by the river, 

Taught by pensive love to droop, where ceaseless waters 
shiver, 

Teach me, steadfast sorrower, your mournful grace of graces ; 
^ Weeping to make beautiful the silent, water-plaoes. 


Maidm, would you leoivi of me the loveliness of mourning. 
Droop into the chill, wan wave, strength, hardness, lofty 
seaming; 

Sreneli ^your drooping soul in tears, content to love and 
languish ; 

in sorrow^s looking-glass, and see the face ai anguish. 
14 ^ 



LATER LYRICS 


In the very wash of woe, as youtt bowed soul shall linger. 
You shall touch the sheer, brigf t stars, and on the moci^ 
sot finger ; ^ 

You shall hear, where brooks have birth, the mountain- 
pine’s emotion, ^ 

Catch upon the broadening stream the sound anji swell 
of ocean. 
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Oak, Pine, and SUver Birch 

t 

1 

Oak, whose mossed antiquity stands leafily ashiver, 

Oldest oracles, each dawn, in earth’s ear to deliver, 

Prom your whispering world of leaves, peace, peace is all 
your psaan ; 

Give me of your giant calm, the secret Dodonaean. 


Boy, a gnarPd root first strike deep in plain earth’s homely 
nature 

Wrestle rude blasts, lift, like me, your storm-contorted stature. 
Sun, wind, rain, your thousand-ringed millennial girth shall 
sacre, 

Broad to fling a hundred arms and overshade an acre. 


You too vastiy then, like me, tranquillity shall city. 

Home the squirrel, bower for birds the million leaves of pity, 
Greenly mistletoe for man the soul’s immortal mystery, 
Journal in your bark God’s day, a thousand years of history. 


Lonely Fine*tree on the hOl, of gloom divinely solemn, 
"^o" so tail and straight *and sheer your crown of darkness 
oolumn, 

Teach 'nw, tree, ytm faranoe oi strenftii majestically sombre, 
Gl0om.worl!ilB AtiaS‘Uke to prop nor dread hut love to nmber. 
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High above the deep sank vale, ;jnd high the rich flats . 
over 

Learn, sweet boy, to brood like^me, the lonelv hillside^s 
lover. • 

There, to all winds in your top, melodiously hear^n ; 

Let your soul gloom earnestly and to its own self darken. 


Brooding such a depth austere of gloom augustly tender. 
Shall the waste bleak moors inspire the wide heath bathed 
in splendour : 

You the cone-topped th3n-8us .wave of ecstasy riiall borrow, 
Blacdcening to its tragic core where thought outshadows 
sorrow. 


3 

Breesy Birch, who make yourself a wind-shook swa 3 dng 
glory. 

Throw up open arms in joy to catch the day’s bright story. 

Moonlight’s ever silvery house, — all windows, ne’er a rafter t— 

Give me of your sun-drunk heart, this holy blanch of 
laughter.. 

• « 

Boy, an athlete spare like me, the mountain’s hardy 
s<^dar, • 

Grow, profusion chastely curb, • and rank luxuriance 
collar, 

Open out your boughs like mine to take the cold pure 
Inreezes, 

Every leaf a dancing gem that light’s own laughter 
leases. 
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?oa like me diall toes ypur head m baochaztals of sunahine ; 
xOrink, nor n^lanoholy He to quaff the diarm of moon-shine. 
You on splendour^s hearjf shall pour and orery laughter sohool 
in, , f ' 

SUt^ 'Wki to drench in shine, leaf jollity to fool in, 



iAiERLplt(^ 


Autumn 

By thy wave I linger. 
Silent stream 1 
Autumn’s golden finger 
^Paints thy dream. 

From the beeohes falling 
Down thy face, 

^ Summer, past recalling, 
Drifts apaC^. 

Only mists rise stilly ; 

Asad peace! 

Dank eartii yields no lily ; 
Boses cease. 


Here, where I sank lazy 
Deep in grass, 

No surviving daisy 
Tells what was, — 

Kinsoup blase of meadow. 

Guokoo-calL 
Is it all a shadow • 

I recall? • 

Yet, when down these reaohec , 
Swept with eMi 
Soaroe the wintry beeches 
Durst be bold. ,, 
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Windy magic stt^tok us, 
March’iirod ; 

Lake sun-besans the crocus 
Burst^'me sod. 

And when April after 

Showered the ground. 

Daffodils in laughter 
Danced around. 

Oh ! the crimson story, — 
White and red 

May-blossoms in gloiy 
Too soon shed I 

Scarcely May-time closes, 
Burning June 

Brings me her musk roses 
And her moon.. 

Blue skies to embolden. 
Hot July 

Amid oomfidlds golden 
Oped an eye. 

Ijast, for fancy^s yearning 
Thought to save. 

Her frail po^^y burning 
Augifrtt gave. 

Spring-time’s lovely story, 
Summeer’s dream 1 

Where is gone the glory I 
mirnit stream I 
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Calm thy current flo 
Ripples on. 



Pa«Dg nor memory showi 
For what’s gone. 




Canst thou unregretful 
Silent glide. 

For po loved flower fretful, — 
Flowers that die ? 


For no sweet bird caring— 
Birds that sang 
Lost musicians.^aring 
With no pang } 

Memory’s sunken anchor. 
Yearns my heart 
Rusts and rusts to hanker. 
Grieves to part. 

Thou the present only, 
Car’st to glass, 

FeeTst nor refb nor lonely 
For what was. 


Art thou, solemn river, 
Lethe’s stream, 

That there comes no shiver 
O’er thy dream I 

Autumn melandbioly 
Mourns with tne 
Summer’s spendtisrift foUy, 
Spring-time’s 
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Got^^eoas, toistfid, tender 
Antunm aighs. 

Grieving t^eaneoder 

PnmT^hat dins. 

Gone are all the glories. 

Autumn, speak ! 

Where f(»r what no more is 
Shall we sedc ! 

Now in falling splendour 
Every leaf 

Fills the heart with tender, 

Wistfol grief. 

Now with mists September 
Mournful is. 

Sadly to remember 
July’s Mss. 

Soon October stormy 
Shall with rain 

Ihrough the bare trees o’tx me 
I Weep again. 

And November dully 
Brown leaves heap 
For the dead gear’s s^Uy 
Wintwale^. 
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mg of Britannia 


Muse, who art quick to fire 
At the least noble thing\ 

And frankest praise to bring 
Upon the quivering l 3 nre. 

Why art thou slow to sing 

No^, when the world beclouds 
With battle such as shrouds 
Earth in a mist of tears ? 

For want of heart belike^ 

• While thunder ^ings afar, 

And even the bravest fears. 
Seek’st thou a i^eme for song. 

No fear can ever wrong, 

No tears can tarnish — strike. 


And sing Britannia. 
Britannia the fair, * 

Whom oceans girdle round 
With hill and valley crowned 
And purest wash of air 

From her Atlantic bound. 
What heaths so firesh as hers 
With bloasom ? And how stirs 


The soft wind in her pines I 
Earth’s fairest isle ’tie saidf 

Where all things lovely afe ; 
Yet beauty there not mines 
Strength, for no cliff is there. 

No headland calmly ffir 
But frilled with wild^spray wed 
To dbout Britannia^ 
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Britannia the strong. 

Whom Goa designed should queen 
The ooeaniplain serene, 

Though threatening foes bethrong. 
Whose fate shall not be long, 

While round her, every deck 
Bristling with cannon, speck 
The seas her an^y fleet. 

Not earrii to dominate, 

Nor to embroil with war. 

Tower they : ’tis to keep sweet 

The world’s dear peiaoe, they bulk 
So with their silent hulk 
In all eyes power, elate 
To speak Britannia. 


Britannia the free. 

Of soil so virtuous, such 
No foot of slave can touch 
But walks at liberty ; 

The staff she is, the orutdi 
By whom weak lands arise. 

Who, nourished in her eyes. 

Grow and shake off the sloth 
Of old anarchic power. 

Two richly tokens are 
Of h^ boon mfluenoe both. ^ 
What man of Jhd or Nile 
That sees his &t fields smile. 

But his lips burst aflower 
To praise Britannia f 
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Britannia the sage, 

With her own history wii^ I 
The stars were her allies 
To write that ample page. 

'Twas her adventurous eyes 
The vantage saw, whence she 
To this wide regency 

Through acts adventurous won ; 
And if from strife and jar 
She keep, the secret learn 
From her mild brow alone 
How,not the world to daunt 
Or power imperial flahnt ; 

She makes the queen’d earth yearn 
To servo Britannia. 


Britannia the good, 

With her own heart at school, 
Whom flatterer cannot fool 
Nor rebels sour, at flood 

Her own strength taught to rule. 
Hers are the mighty hands 
Which o’er a hundred lands 

Weavt good from dawn to grey ; 
Like fond words from afar 
Hers are the wingM saill^ 

O’er ocean, words are they * 
Which in a moment bring 

Her brood beneath her wing ; 
And none so small that fails 
To knit Britannia. 


20— 1S48B 
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Britannia wide flung 

Over the ^obe, its half 
Her children, whether graff 
Or scion motj^r-sprung 

Sons, now to be her staif 
When her path glooms, though Rhine, 
Danube, and Elbe combine. 

Of these, O idlest dream ! 

To reave her. Hers they are, 

Roused arednt in her right 
From Ganges utmost stream 
Far as Canadian firs 
.^nd bush Australian ; ^ers 

Joined now in Hell’s despite 
To help Britannia. 


Britannia, the heart 

And brain, which" bulwarks power, 
See at the crucial hour 
How well she bears her part I 

From fields how peaceful flower 
In millions, arms and men. 

Which now she pours again 

To those old battle fields, « 
France, Flanders ; makes her star 
Of glory, that she shields 
The weak, confronts the sfrong. 

Brute force let us others sing ; 

She shows in everything 
To her it diall bdong 
To be^Britannia. 
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Britannia sublime^ 

To flame in generous Aeed, 

In others’ cause to bleed ! 

So to the end of time ^ 

It shall be. Once she freed 
The Iberian ; Wellington 
And Torres Vedias spun 

The lines of victory then : 
Another Trafalgar 

The bleak north seas await, 
Where her fl^t towers the main, 
B^ch mighty battleship 
Charged to the very lip 

With thunder. Big with fate 
They loom, Britannia. 

1916 
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On the Centenary of the Presidency College 

V 

A hundred years ! The very phrase 
Unsepultures the million’d dead ; 

Three generations in that space. 

Ghosts of the past, have breathed and fled. 
Time shakes his hour-glass, and we slide, 

We running human sands, away ; 

Vain, individual atoms, — ^glide 

From name and momorjr. But the play 
Of his chance-reaping scjrthe stops here : 

Our frail race flowers upon its bier, 

Man, feeble man, who from his dark 
Gets no more, can no more endear 
To the stern harvester his year. 

Than soaring eagle feels a spark 

Of the eternal burn in him. Some ark 
That may survive the flood of things 
He fa^shions ; not for what so flies 
His brief self, but that children’s eyes 
May see, and children’s children, builds 
In the void future. There on wings 
Indignant Immortality 

Lends him, in that abysm of time, 

Where no sure certainty can olimb^ 

He fledges his sheer hope ; where sings 
Some torrent his lone fancy gilds 
In mists, the everlasting snows 
Above him, nests his brave repose, 

High-eyried in posterity* 
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So thought, BO toil’d, so bult the men 
Our founders whom to-day we laud, 
Commemorate ; from now ^then 
Over a hundred years applaud. 

To the true-hearted Britons praise ! 

Those three ! from law and church who rose 
And shop, this lasting fane to raise 

For the lov’d Muses, verso and prose, 
Thought, science, numbers : to enshrine 
Pair Learning’s self, the lamp divine 
• In God’s handjTor mortality 
To see by. Gulf of “ mine ” and “ thine,” 
Though come from o’er the bitter brine, 

They knew not ; no dividing sea 
In race, pride, alien ancestry, 

That with such cold estranging wave 
Makes severance of us ; through our blood 
Howls against human brotherhood ; 

Than towering Himalaya more 
Parts land from land ; as in a grave 

Buries mankind’s growth, to congeal 
In icy barrier : which with case 
They lead’d. Nor could caste, custom freeze 
Their fiery souls, those two, our brave, 

Our native founders, who Ijoth bore 
Thp name, and the large hear^of kings. 

To them, while all the patriot springs * 

To our lips, let the heart’s thanks peal. 

' For they saw, those far-sighting five, 

Or, dim-divining, surely felt 
Shakespeare in Kalidasa thrive 
In Bhababhuti Milton melt. 
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Through OTeed» race, isolour they saw kin, 

The bleeding rai^om Calvary’s tree 
Sh^ for us, and wKat under this 
Tathagata’s thought-agony 
Dropped in the dreaming bo-leaf shade 
At Gaya. And as, never to fade. 

What they in man’s adoring soul 
Hope, rapture, worship built, they made. 
Those Heavenly Founders, one and whole 
Like some cathedral’s vault to roll, 

Or God’s blue, o’er humanity 

For all to breathe in : so divined 
Ours, building earthher, that mind. 

Like soul (that catholic lesson) is 

For all men ; spreads like empire free 
This glorious fabric she uprears, 

Britannia. Under the third George 
When she pent Europe’s splendid scourge 
In Helena, they, rapt to see, 

Prophets, the large imperial bliss 

To be now, when earth’s peace is spilt 
By a worse madman, rose and built 
This structure of a hundred years. ^ 
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